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CHAP. I. 

Urge me no fivther. 
But, like a friend, be willipg not to know^ 
"What CO reveal would give thy friend a paint 

• ••••. 
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Had thej or hearts or eyes that did this deed? 

CONORSVK. 

Jp OUR months had marked the sojourn- 
ment of Isidore at the Castle of Montranzo, 
and the influence which he had acquired 
over the mind of Di Rinaldihi insensibly 
augmented: for him the gloomy habit of 
VOL. HI. B misanthropy 
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I misanthropy was banished; for him the 

smile of cheerfulness was recalled; for 

j him he struggled with the bitterness of re- 

membrance^ and summoned the powers of 
reason : if the tale of disappointed love 
pictured the adored object of /his once 
glowing hopes, if it bathed his facfe in 
tears, or awakened the pang of misery, the 
expressions, the soothing remonstrances of 
the pilgrim, so sweet, so soft, that, 

'' Like flakes of feather'd sqow. 
They melted as they felly'* 

failed not to allay the perturbed gusts of 
affliction, failed not to awaken piety, failed 
not to subdue the repining murmurs of 
discontent. 

But, if Huberto regained peace, Isidore 
appeared to lose it; he never smiled, but 
when returning sadness clouded the brow 
of hifi host, and that smile was not the 
spontaneous eflfbsion of youtl^ but the 
studied efforts of gaiety; sometimes^ for 

whole 
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whole minutes, abstracted, wrapt withiii 
himself, he would sit, the motionless image 
of woe ; sometimes, starting, his eyes would 
fix on heaven, and his whole form tremble 
with the weighty import of his thoughts ; 
sometimes, shrinking into the solitude of 
his chamber, he would number his beads 
with the devotion of a penitent, or humbly 
prostrate, supplicate the throne of grace 
for fortitude and favour. 

It was after witnessing one of these re- 
veries, that Di Rinaldini, reflecting, with 
concern and wonder, on the change in the 
manners of his guest, stole softly from his . 
apartment, and courted by the mellow ra- 
diance of a full moon, descended to the 
rampart. The night was unusually fine; 
the air mild and refreshing ; and as the eye 
wandered over the rich expanse of scenery, 
a thousand shadows seemed to dance on 
the chequered bosom of the Appef»ines, — 
From the mystic gloom of Isidore, memory 
recurred to scenes of past bliss; gradually 

B 2 - the 
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the fairy images of never-to-be-recovered 
blessings filled every idea, and the sweet 
shade of Adelheida seemed to hover over 
him, seemed to smile in all the wonted 
confidence of love and happiness. He 
hailed the beatific vision, he yieldc^d to the 
delusion of his senses, months were oblite- 
rated from the annals of time, and the 
warm glow of youthful enthralment was 
rekindled, was refelt. The harmony of 
Heaven's angels seemed to sanctify the en- 
thusiasm, for the soft chords of a lute, 
touched with masterly expression, dissipa- 
ted the stillness of reposing nature, and 
died on the breeze of night. Huberto, 
wrapt, entranced, reclined against alowarch, 
whose shadow veiled him from observation, 
his eyes instinctively resting on theturret- 
ed chamber of the pilgrim, and his heart 
-throbbing with a sensation for which he 
could not account. Suddenly, the hand 
of the musician seemed to lose all power 
of exertion ;-the tones Were more thrilling, 
but less firm ; they trembled^ they paused : 

again 
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again a faint vibration succeeded^ and 
again all sank to silence. '^Poor Isidore/' 
he sighed^ as he lingered in expectation of 
a repetition of the sounds " fate has award- 
ed you sorrow, and Nature has given you ; 
a heart to feel." He heard the casement 
softly open ; he looked up and* beheld the 
youth ; his cduntenance was pale ; his eyeli 
were suffused in tears; his head was unco- 
vered, and his dark hair, floating on his 
polished forehead, gave to his features a 
touching expression of interest. 

'* Mysterious Heaven !" he aspirated, 
'* Tor what secret end am I created ? by 
what secret spell has destiny led me to a 
retreat which swallows up every joy ? ah ! 
whither are fled the youthful wishes of in- 
experience ? whither thq vain subterfuge 
of fallacious hope ? my soul, the weak, the 
yielding slave of sentiment;.shrinks in the 
conflict : to fly — is that my only remain- 
ing chance of peace ? ah, n(3 ! the effort 
comes too late ; to fly, and whither ? to jfJy 

B 3 • . when 
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^hen my presBirce gives comfort ! no, no/' 
^ith shuddering horror, "Di Rinalditii, my 
strength h exhausted, I can struggle no 
longer ,• «n earth, repose nev^r more can 
be mine ; never, never ; sitrouded in death, 
my story and my wots vfUl be remembered, 
vi^ill be^— '* ind a fresh burst lof teatrs smo*- 
tjier^d. the concluding senteoce. 

Httbcrto pined to speak consolation, 
pined to press the mourner to his bosom, 
to sooth him in the language of friendship; 
yet he dared not intrude on the secret in- 
dulgence of sorrow ; he dared not emerge 
from the arch which concealed him from 
observation. Distinctly he heard t\ve sobs 
of the youih ; distinctly he caught th« 
murmur of his own name, and ti-aced the 
anguished look which was directed tQward?! 
Heaven. Again the instrument breathed 
the sweetest concord^ breathed a sympa- 
thetic aif to the feelings of the musician ; 
it was an adagio of the most plaintive kind, 
the words an address to sensibility. The 

voice 
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Voice faltered in the first st^ns^a— it died 
away—it ceased — the lute dropped froiA 
the nerveless hand of the pilgrim. " Bale- 
ful, bateful passion !'* he exclaimed, *' pa- 
rent alike of Miss and woe, ^urloirier of the 
soul^ i*ep6se, . treacherous betrayer of the 
heart's secret — of bliss — no, for that is tran- 
sient and evanescent — bliss, as the shadow^ 
vanrshes in the grasp, but woe dost thoii 
jperpetuate, for woe is deep and corroding/x 

*' It mnst be love," thought Di Rinal- 
dini, as the casement closed, and Isidore 
retreated ; *' what else tlian love can insti- 
gate a conduct so extraordinary, a despon^- 
dence so unconquerable ? ah ! surely he is 
too ingenuous to breathe deceit: Is He- 
rn el fride indeed his sister ? dr, unhappy 
lover, perhaps a fate as irremediable as my 
own withholds the secret, and forbids the 
reciprocity of confidence. To-morrow I 
will dissolve every imagined tie of obliga- 
tion ; to-morrow, although the peace I 
have recovered be wrecked in the renun- 

B 4 ciatioD, 
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ciatian^ you shall be at liberty to seek that, 
happiness your generous friendship^ you^r 
enthusiastic gratitude has destroyed ; ye^ 
to*morroi\r/' and his heart sunk in the de- 
cision^ " to-morrow, poor youths however 
7)ainful the effort, I will bid you depart." 

« 

Desponding he returned to his chamber; 
the beauty of the night, the.calm splendour 
of nature's sublimest bulwarks, slumbering 
in the immensity of space, inspired not, as 
heretofore, a resignation which could rob 
thought of a pang ; his mind even shrunk 
from a revisal of former hours, and rested 
solely on the mysterious sorrows of his in- 
teresting guest. " Ah ! can I part with 
you/'- he would exclaim, starting from a 
fevered dream, in which the last lingering 
adieu of Isidore sounded in mournful ca* 
dence on bis ear; ^^ can I part with you, 
and for ever ? can I sever the intercourse 
of hearts, beating with a lively interest for 
each other? Merciful Heaven ! why is Isi- 
dore so strangely necessary to my peace ? 

why 
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why does my sickly fancy picture no other 

reliance ? is it to his knowledge, is it to his 
virtues that he owes this influence? is it 
from tenderness, is it from pity, that I have 
lost all power over myself? In vain he 
essayed tp dissipate the uneasiness of his . 
mind ; in vain he invoked indifferehcej he 
struggled for calmness ; in spite of every 
effort, his spirits drooped desponding ; his 
heart whispered — with Isidore will vanish 
every vestige of comfort. 

In the morning, the languid paleness of 
the . pilgrim revived his resolution. He 
watched the, departure of Vannina, and 
then, wjith hurried quickness, demanded 
whether the barrier of mystery was ever to 
be withheld ? The youth looked inquisi- 
tively towards him. " The blooni of 
health has fled your cheek,'' continued Hur 
berto ; " the smoth^ed sadness of sorrow 
pervades^your features, and your bosopfi 
• in vain struggles with the bursting ;sigh.*; 
Tell jne, Isidore, is the vow irrevocatf^l^ 

B 5 ' that 
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that seals your story ? will you indeed de- 
part, without confiding its recital to a be- 
ing too prepossessed to condemn, too ftU 
lible to censure ?*' 

" Depart !" articulated the pilgrim ; ^' de-^ 
part ! ah ? would to Heaven I could V* 

** You can, you shall," exclaimed Di Ri- 
naldini, in all the ardour of compassion : 
'^ The gate now is^ open, your passage is 
free—" 

'' To eternity," whispered Isidore, " for 
what other passage can point to freedom?'* 

Huberto looked fearfully towards him. 

** I thought," pursued the youth, for- 
cing a smile, " Montran^lo was the resting- 
place of all my troubles : do you retract 
the benefice once held forth ? am I again 
awanderer ? have I again to seek a home?** 

" No, never," fervently replied Di Ri- 
naldini, *' while I possess one : and yet,'* 
with a failtering irresolution; as if he dread- 
ed to wound, '' whj should the claim of 
6 friendship^ 
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frFeridship, \vhy should the generous disin- 
terestedness of regard, chain you to a spot 
which militates against your bosom's ^eace ? 
Nay, start not, Isidore ; your feelings, your 
struggles, your sufferings, have been long 
tvitnessed, h^ive beenlohg deplored. When, 
first I conducted you to Montranzo, I be- 
held a shade df care, a timid apprehension 
overspread ybUr features; that shade of 
•care, that timid apprehension, gradually 
gave place to placid submission, and con- 
tented security. Now mark th^ third succes- 
siori.: despondency the niost irremediable, 
despair the most profound, saps every far 
t'tilty of your all-in tell igent mind, artdi 
leaves m^ at a losis to guess the fatal source 
of evil : you was cheerful, you \^Ss happy ;, 
you robbed my soul of its bitterest ^angs, 
you insensibly infused into my breast the 
ti^afm enthui^iasrxi which animated your 
own; you taught me resignation to Hiea- 
ven's decree; you taught me to hope, even: 
i^ this wdrld, for contentment: now yoiij 

«.R ^ shu;)i 
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shun me, now you turn pale at my ap*- 
proach ; you fly to solitude, as though to a 
cloak from woe, and when in solitude, pour 
forth the most bitter sorrows, the most 
heart-rending complaints. Last night, thQ 
moon's bright beams attracted me to the 
rampart ; when there, the harmony of your 
lute detained me; I heard you, in the soft- 
est, sweetest tones, warble an air to sensi- 
bility ; but too much the slave to feeling, 
you paused in the first stanza, ^nd apostro- 
phized that passion, in accents more than 
usually impressive — I saw you weep; I 
heard you talk of flight." 

'^ Merciful Father!" interrupted the 
agonized youth, " what else ? say, what 
else did you hear ?" 

''1 heard," replied Di Rinaldini^ '* w,hat 
my heart mourns in repeating ; I heard 
yoii say, ' On earth, repose never more 
could be your's." 

Isidore, sobbing, hid his face in his bands. 

*' I heard 
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^^ I heard you say, shrouded in death, 
your story and your woes would be re- 
membered. Unhappy boy !" 

» * » • 

* ■ I • * • 

The pilgrim looked with exulting con- 
fidence towards him. 

». 
'Ms your fate so hopeless?" he conti- 
nued : *' is death your only passport to 
peace ? ^ay, has the tale been framed by 
necessity, or has persecution — confess at 
once the disguise." 

He paused, for again the head of the 
pilgrim drooped upoi^ his bosom, and his 
short quick breathlijg belrayed the agita- 
tion of his feelings. Huberto flew to hip 
assistance; he threw his arm around him ; 
he raised his hand to unbutton his vest, 
but with momentary strength, the pilgrim 
evaded the attempt, and tottering a fe\y 
paces, reclined against the wall. His cheeks 
were flushed to the deepest crimson, and his 
eyes, as though unable to encounter the 

glance 
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glancfe of his host, Were bent Upon the. 
floor. Again Di Rinaldini approached ; 
again he took the hand of the agitated 
youth. '' Isidore/' he implored, ^^ for 
pity's sake, be confiposed : alas! hoW am I 
to act ? what am I to guess from a trepida* 
tion so unusual ?*' 

" Ah \ spare nie,'* faltered the youth. 
*' Hub^rto, I dart not look up ; cohdertiii 
ihe riot unheard.'* 

" Condemn you ! no, my frrend, I pify,. 
I cannot condemn.'^ 

'^ Then you know my story,'" eagerly 
ri^orn^ed Isidore ; " you know the sorrows, 
the dangers I have encountered, but yott 
kn'ow not the feelings which braved those 
dangers, you know not the motive." 

'^ I possess no kno\^^edge," interruptied 
Di Rinaldini ; ^' t only guess that Hornet- 
fride boasts a nearer, a dearer claim, than 

sister." 

'^ Hem el fride!'* ejaculated the youth, 
and a bright expression of joy chased away 
the buttling 'blush of confusion. 

/' Perhaps, 
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^' Perhaps, ere how, shfe f ejiro^ch^s fhe 
tardiness of her loter/* purstred Huberto ; 
'' perhapsy pining at His absenfce, she sus- 
pects his triith, she doubts Ws affection ; 
perhaps her hours are marked by restless 
anxiety arid corroding care : go, and ter- 
minate that anxiety ; go, follow the im- 
pulse of your heart, and from the tender 
duties of domestic life, from the warm tie 
of reciprocal affection, snatch the fleeting 
moments of bliss." 

*' Tis true,'* murmured the youth; ''the 
woes of Hemelfride are the woes of the 
heart ; 'tis true, with enthusiastic adora- 
tion she beholds one — one, alas • who can- 
not return her tenderness." 

** Unhappy maid V* sighed Di Rinaldini* 

'* But it is not the name of Isidore whicfii 
hangs upon her Irps," he mournfully con- 
tinued; ^' oh, no ! it is not the image of 
Isidore which reigns tyrannic in her bo- 
som, which tinges every sigh, which poi- 
sons every expectation, which murders 
every earthly chance of peace.'* 

^ Does 
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^' Does thfi fatal despoiler know the 
havock he has made ?" asked Htiberto. 

" No/' replied the . pilgrim ; ''robbed 
of every enjoyment, she yet preserves the 
secret." 

'' Save to the ear of her brother," ob- 
served Di Rinaldini. 

"Yes, to me," rejoined Isidore, '' He- 
; melfride has acknowledged all." 

" Then Hemelfride, the novice of Corpus 
Domini, is indeed your sister ?" 

" I have said so ;" and, again he hid his 
face in his bosom. 

" True, you have said so," repeated Hu- 
bert© ; after a shqrt interval of reflection, 
'' you have also said, the being, upon 
whom such a world of tenderness is la- 
vished, knows not the feelings he has in- 
spired; perhaps, could he guess those 
feelings, compassion, guised in th^ sem- 
blance of love, might — " 

'' Compassion !*' proudly internipted the 
youth ; '' Hemelfride's soul would, has 
spurned the offering of compassion ; her's 

are 
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are no common feelings^ her's are the sipon- 
taneous effusions of grateful virtue, tinged 
by the softer sympathies of the heart; her's 
are no interested, no sordid motives ; self 
mingles not with her ideas ; no, for the 
being her enthusiastic soul has stamped 
with the die of every great, of every emu- 
lous quality, she would brave evei^y per- 
secution, misery, death ; she would brave 
every^ peril which could menace, which 
could overwhelm her ; to give him peace^ 
she would — ^ahj what would she nat enr 
dure!'* 

Heroic girl !" exclaimed Di Rinaldini^ 
3ut mark where her heroism ends,'t 
pursued Isidore; "alas! with the empire of 
pride does it expire. If the life of — " he 
paused, he trembled ; *' pride" — hesitating^ 
^' in the presence of — in the presence of 
her enslaver," deeply blushing, '' snatches^ 
the rein from sensibility, and instigates a 
conduct feeling mourns ; but in solitude, 
divested of the necessity for exertion, she 
droops, she deplores, 4she w eeps the saprir 

fice 
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Hce made at a shrine where every impulse 
txf nature is tmmofated.** 

'' How, in a convent's gToorfi, conM suc*i 
feelings, such magnanimity gain entrance f 
questioned the sympathizing Huberto; 
" or rather, how could the unconscious be- 
ing, who awakened those feelings, who 
gave cblour to that magnanimity, steal 
tipon her orisons ?" 

'' Hemelfride fled her conTent,** sa'rt! the 
pilgrim, '* and chance, which sometimes 
constitutes the happiness, sometimes the 
misery of individuals, presented him, armed 
with a plea her sensibility was but too ill 
calculated to resist. Little dreaming of 
danger, she cherished the lur; ing purloin- 
cr. Love, beneath a sentiment far different; 
lior struggled with her heart's rifler, till 
every effort of resistance became futile. 
Ah ! think what were her feelings, when,^ 
*Mike the dissolving visions df a blissfuf 
dream," her deliriunl ceased ; when, awak- 
ening, she descried the fearful bHnk of 
that abyss b'er t^hlcrh she tottered ; when 

seas 
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seds of bitter tears extinguished ntft the 
burning flame in her bosom ; when redson 
and convictiott whispered, Hem€\fride is a 
slave for e^er ; ah ! think, when every ray 
^f fffHaeioufl hope vanished, what ttiiM 
have been the pfoi^eet of a fate so lost, of 
a life so clouded ! the world may condemn^ 
because it is wily, because judging by its 
Qwn depravity, it dives not into tlie 1so^v^s 
fiiecrels ; bnt innocence breathed not a sigh 
unhallowed — breathed ntot a sigh which 
could have dyed the cheek of Hemelfride 
with .the bluish of sham^: you too may 
blame, you too may — " 

*' Am I wily ? am I to judge by the cri- 
terion of depravity ?" interrupted Di Ri- 
naldini. 

'' YbU— you — Signor ? oh ! no ; when 
I picture honour, then is it youir image I 
would sketch ; when I picture virtue, I 
x^ould animatig her with yoiir mind* nay, 
every line should borrow frotn your out- 
ward foi»ift, grace-^ftotn ydUi? inward 'aoiil; 
pre-eminence." ; . ; 

^' I would 
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"I would fain believe you spoke the 
sentiments of your heart, my young friend, 
did I not feel, a consciousness of my own 
unworthiness ; and yet" continued Di Ri- 
naldini, smiling at the compliment, '' I am 
loath to call flatterer, a being I so highly 
prize." 

'* Surely flattery is one of the world's 

forts,,*' archly observed Isidore, "When I 

entered Montranzo, I knew it but by name; 

if already I am become ^n adept, I must 

have gained my, knowledge here." ' 

" I will not style it flattery, but mistaken 
partiality then," rejoined Huberto, "which, 
by magnifying my small claims to merit, 
blinds your eyes to the extensive list of 
my errorjs." 

" Errors! ah that my heart could indeed 
think so!" 

Huberto^ heard not the conclusion, for 
it was pronounced in a kind of stifled, 
voice, and the entrance of Vanning checked 
a renewal of the subject. 

" Signor," 
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"Signer," she exclaimed, holding forth 
a small ivory casket, ^' see what I . have 
found." 

■* " . 

• Di Rinaldini started, for instantly he re- 
cognised the casket, which contained the 
heart he once excited the displeasure of 
th? ConteAlverani by examining. "Found! 
where ? when ?" he hastily demanded, and 
an unknown agitation palsied the hand ex- 
tended to receive, it." . , 

'^•Holy St. Rosoiia, how you tremble !" 
said Vannina, disregarding tlie enquiry; 
^^ and you, Isidore, why, your cheeks are 
as pale a& the Signor's." 
. . ^^ Mine, Vannina !" murmured the youth, 
and again his eyes turned on Huberto.— 
Tears could no longer be withheld, for, in 
that glance, he traced in the features of his 
friend an expression of the deepest sor- 
row, of the most anguished regret : *' Mo-, 
ther of God !" he ejaculated, with an invp- 
luntary impulse springing to the side of 
Huberto, " what has this fatal casket 

awakened ? 
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awakened ? Sufler me, I implore you, 
suffer me to take it, to hide it from your 
sight for ever." 

'' No, Isidore ; leave me," shuddering ; 
*' I would know its contents ; I would — '* 

" Leave you !*' interrupted the pilgrim, 
alas ! I cannot leave you thus : you know 
not what you ask, Huberto ; my heart can- 
not bear your suffering ; I would spare yod 
every unnecessary effort: yes, if a pan^ 
must be endured, 'tis I would claim it." 

'^ Generous friend ! your tenderness af- 
flicts me: since I lost my Adelheida," and 
his voice faltered, " I have not been accus- 
tomed to attentions so soothing." 

Isidore turned aside his head, as mourn- 
fully he articulated, ^' I— -I afflict you ! — 
blessed Mary ! you gave me an asylum, 
and I afflict !^ 

The melancholy despondency of hid 
voice struck the heart of Di Rinaldini; he 
dropped the casket on the table; he fol* 
lowed him to the door. '^ Isidore, my too 

sensitive 



sensitive friendi" be ^claimed; snatdiing^ 
his hand, an4 fervently pressing it, ^' par- 
don an in^^ccuracy of expres$ip|i^ whici^ 
gained birth in wpundpd feeling, which es- 
caped, the lips, but: proiceeded not from tke 
Jjeart/' . 

Tjl^e youth. cpfild npt 5peal^; he bpwed 
bis head in token of acKnowledgn^enl, 
smothered, his spbs in his handkercbieP, and 
fled from the apartment 

''Poor Isidore !" ejKclaimed Vnnnins, for- 
getful of the pre^fencft af Huberto, '* what 
a pity such beautiful eyes should be spoiled* 
by weeping ! I declare I wish I had thrown 
the (rightful hideous casket into the Metre*- 



mo. 
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Vannina !" said Di Rinaldir^i. 



She blushed^ she starfi^di a[nd turned in 
confusion to the w^ndoWf 

^^ Vannina/' agiu^ r^pf a|^j) . ogr l^ro^ 

'' tell 
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tell me where you discovered this casket ? 
tell me whether curiosity has tempted you 
to oper> it, to examine its contents?'* 

•' No, Signor, by my hopes of paition, I 
know but the outside : had I wished it, I 
could not have opened-it ; see, it is locked, 
and I sought in vain for the key. 

'^ But where did you find it?*' interro- 
gated Huberto. 

^ In my Lord the Conte's library : I 
went there for — for — " 

'' For what, Vannina ?" 
• *'I went only for a book, Signor." 

" A book!" he repeated; '' how in 
search of a book could you discover this 
casket ?" 

' /* I wished," hesitating, '* I wished to 
surprise Isidore with something new : he is 
very fond- of reading, Signor, and passes 
more than half his time with his music and 
his studies. I remember the holy superior 
of Corpus Domini used to say, reading was 
a relief to the mind; I am sure Isidore 
must find it so, for I mistake much if it 

does 
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does nat cheat' many and many a refleclkni 
of its bitterness: and there's hi^i drawings ; 
oh! Signer^ did you ever see his drawings? 
they are so beautiful ! and your own pic«> 
ture is so exacts so the very ijnage ofyour- 
self^ that I Gould almost have spoken to it/^ 

" My own picture!" repeated Hubertq, 

^^ Yes/' vejoined the loq;uaeious Vanni- 
na; ^ but Isidore knows not that I have 
seen it ; it is in a portfolio under the 
head of his bed : would you like to see it, 
Signor ?" 

" Not clandestinely/' replied Di Rinal*- 
dini, '' But tiie casket^ Vanniiia^ tell me 
where you found the casket ?** 

'* Ob, Sign of ! it was on the very top 
abelf in the Kbrary, hid behind a targe 
book, as if it was never t» come down ; | 
dare swear my Lord the Conte put it there 
in a hurry, and forgot it/* 

'* No matter : leave me, Vannina, I wish 
to be alone* — Whence proceeds this* emo- 
tion?" thought Di Rinaldini, as his trem*^ 
bling hand g9aiq>ed the cas]iset : '* merciful 

VOL. HI. c Heaven T 
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Heaven ! why should an incident so trivial 
in itself excite both pain and apprehen- 
sion ?'* He attentively examined it ; it 
Was of finely wrought ivory inlaid with 
gold : 'he attempted to raise the lid, but 
it was secure; bethought to force it, biit 
his hteart seemed to condemn the effort : 
*' I will go to St. Romiiald/' he exclaimed, 
'^ and in the presence of my friend, my 
preceptor, examine the contents."' 

The plan was scarcely formed ere execu- 
ted: immediately he quitted Montranzo, 
nor paused till he reached the cell of 
Father Luitfrido. The gratulations at 
meeting passed, Huberto put the casket in- 
to the hands of the canon, and acquainted 
him by what means it had come into his 
possession, requesting his advice relative 
to the propriety of breaking the lock. 

^* There can be no hesitation required,*' 
replied Father Luitfrido, '' when attending 
circumstances are considered. The con- 
tents 
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tents of this casket may possibly throw 
some light on the mysterious absence of 
the Conte Alverahi; and honour, my es- 
tefemed young friend, stands acquitted of 
reflection, for necessity warrants what 
delicacy might otherwise condemn." 

*' Do you, father, break the seal," said Di 
Rinaldini. 

'^ Heaven knows it is not from curio- 
sity," said the canon, '' but from a motive 
of good, that thus I act;" and with a sud- 
den wrench, he lifted the lid of the casket; 
but instantly, as though a basilisk had 
sprung to view, did it drop from his nerve- 
less fingers. ^' God of omnipotence !" he 
aspirated. 

Huberto started ; and from the caskiet^ 
his eyes were raised in expectant horror 
to the ashy countenance of his friend. 

Again, with revived firmness, the canon 
raised the lid, and drew forth a heart, the 
counterpart of the one which Huberto bad 

c 2 once 
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once seen suspended around his own neck. 
It was incrusted with diamondsy encircling 
a braiding of hair. The canon noticed 
not the splendour of the gems^ but eagerly 
touching a secret springs it flew open^ and 
the portrait of w gentleman^ in the meri- 
dian blaze of manly beauty, with all the 
mild philanthropy of the soul depicted in 
the speaking lineaments^ was reveajed to 
.Tiew. Gasping for breathy the canoti 
pressed his hand upon his forehead, as bis 
quivering lips articulated, '*^ What am I to 
suspect ? what am I to learn ? look at this 
image, my son ; behold it well ; as this is, 
so once was the Marchese di Montranzo j 
once, yes, once was he supremely blestj 
once was he happy, once did he know no 
wish ungratiiied ; but now—*' shuddering> 
he paused; ^^ yet,'* wildly, *^'sas I hold this 
painted shadow, the words of Di Monte 
Melissario recur to memory ; they awaken, 
holy Heaven, what do they not awaken ! 
Hubert©^ Huberto^ you are like this pic- 
ture ; yoii are — " 

^^What? 
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'* What ? who ?" eagerly questioned Di 
Rinaldifli. " Ab ! speak, my friend, my 
preceptor ; ^lid me not fronj myself/* 

" Alas ! I know not/' faintly concluded 
Father Luitfridio; and closing the spring, 
he burst into itears. 

'^ Lerus searcSi further/' imploned the 
Agitated Hiiberto ; '• inmriercy let ttsdcvelop 
the cositeiils of this ^nysterious casket/' 

*^ Spare me/' Inunniured the canon, hit 
lah^urim^ bosom swelling with a heavy 
sigh; ^^alas ! iny ibteeding h«art can hesir 
no addititoinai trial/'^ 

^^ ToHmocrcw, then./' 8aidh»cpniif)aBion> 
willing to sacrifice his own fiedings to Ohe 
peace of his frrentl. 

'^To-morrow!" exckiined the canon ;^ 
^* blessed Virgin, to-morpowl what, hreathe 
a long, long night in suspense ! wear 
away the tedious hours ijt' unavailing con- 
jecture ! oh ! no, no ;•* and snatching, he\ 
tore open a fold of papers^, irregularly 
iqueezed into Ihe casket. 

C 3. JPJRJOMENT 
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FEAGMENT THE FIRST. 

'' What have you to fear ? what is it yoa 
write ? Start at a shadow ! fie, fie, Alve- 
rani, it had not wont to be so : I tell yoti, 
your pusillanimity will ruin all : you will 
not receive him ; you will have nothing to 
do in the business; you will sacrifice inte- 
rest to principle ! pitiful, unworthy infe- 
rence of a soul once prone to. courage, 
once nerved by fortitude ! mistaken effort 
of false humanity, to lighten your own 
conscience, to silence the officious dogmas 
of meddling faith, you yield the gilded 
prize of greatness, you plunge my ^soul 
into a gulph so blacky as to far exceed the 
utmost limitation of mercy, to baffle the 
promised stretch of redemption : yes, you 
doomi me to murder/* 

The paper dropped from the hand of 
Father Luitfrido; he pointed to it, hastily 
articulated, '^ Read, read," and hiding his 
face in his cowl, in dread impatiejnce lis- 
tened to the conclusion. 

'^ I repeat 
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*' I repeat it, and on you be^the blood I 
shed : I have sworn, by the grave of my 
hopes, that the hafppiness of my rival shall 
be blasted ; and may the racks of hell seize 
me if I keep not my oath ! Alverani, you 
know me ; why tamper with a resolution 
firm as fate ? you talk of mercy ; do you 
then be merciful ; 'tis from you the stream 
of mercy must flow ; for, but for you, the 
throat of innocence will be offered up a 
sacrifice to vengeance 



FRAOMENT THE SECOND. 

' " Weak man> the attempt cannot fail ; 
your letter breathes nought but reluctance 
and fear, and yet I stand unmoved. I tell 
you, I have made various observations; my 
diligence never slumbers, and every thing 
conspires to fan my hopes : Disguised^ un^ 
known, unsuspected^ have I haunted the 
roads of Montranzo, have . I marked the 
hour and the moment fittest for action." 

c4 «God 
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'? God of mercy !" cjacnlated (he canon; 
" of Montranzo !" and gasping, breathless, 
his eyes stedfastly rested on Di Riaaldini. 

Alarmed at the laniistial agitation of hit 
friend, Hiiberto paused ; he would have 
spoken' comfort, oomposure, hat Father 
Lnitfrido, reading his intention,, entreated 
him to continue. ** 'Tis true, I am weak, 
Tery weak,'* he muraiured ; '' 'tis frite, my 
heart grievously palpitates; but suspense b 
a rack I cannot endure : let me know the 
arm which guided the dagger, and then — ** 
he hesitated^ *^ then/' raising his eyes with 
an expression of mingled agony and resign 
itation, '^ religion will be my refuge; it has 
comforted me ere now; it has been my 
stay, my safeguard; it has blunted the edge « 
of distraction ; it has turned ^ide the aim 
of self- violence. Pit>ceed, my son ; do not 
fear me ; my fortitude surpasses even my 
feelings." 

'' In the cool of evening," Di Rinaldini 

continued 
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conrimied to read, ^* the deed can iie pci> 
petrated, and hours will intervene «re th^^ 
theft is discovered. Shall it be stratagem^, 
or shall it be violence ? no matleir which, 
each alike being certain : if stratagem, 'tis 
but to flatter the vanity of a woman ; no: 
more; 'tis but to whisper love, and th^ 
business is done : if violence, the dagger,, 
itnd the assistance of Ruffiho . . 



" Ruffino !" groaned Father Luitfrido i: 
** alas ! then there could be no mercy.— ^ 
Go on/' shuddering, '' though I dicj, yefc 
would Ihear the horrid, story." 

'' The paper is tornj" said Huberto. 

'' Dreadful break !" faltered the canon ;; 
•^ torn, and the dagger in the^hand of Ruf* 
flno ! Oh ! hapless, lost victim ! but the 
remainder; in pity decypfier the re*- 
mainder." 



^amm, 
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*/ lacknoWledge, friendship foryoH is but! 

c 5. a.secondary. 
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a secondary consideration; revenge is the 
first. Last night, malice^ hatred, envy.burned 
like a firebrand in my tortured heart ; every 
fibre was distended, and 1 swore by created 
nature, by the glory of the blessed, by the 
pangs of the damned, to live but for ven* 
geahce : yes, powers of unknown destiny^ 
grant me life to poison the joy of my ri*. 
val, and then do with me as you please^ 
I could have loved, I have loved, I do love^ 

• • • • • ■ 

with an ardour not to be eontrouled ; that 
love was rejected ; that rejection colours, 
my every action. For what do I exists 
but to stamp the curse of indignation, but 
to wield the barbed arrow of hatred, tut 
to mock the sufferings of one she dared ta 
prefer i for what do I exist, but to blast the 
felicity I cannot feel ? Last night, unper- 
ceived, I marked the propelling impulse of 
nature, the solicitude of maternal tender- 
ness : I envied not the babe she caressed ; 
• no, had he worn the semblance of his fa- 
ther, I could have snatched him from her 
arms, I could have immolated his being ; 

but 



i>i mOntranzo. 35 

but wrapped in infancy and innocence, I— 
even I felt pity — I — even I shed tears-: 
weak and unmanly influence ! As I gazed 
on her angel face^ the last faint lingering 
spark of compassion threatened to over-^ 
throw all preceding resolves, threatened to 
subvert my oath, to ihaJce my promises and 
my vows, :my determinatrons and my 
schemes^ nugatory. But my rival came; 
and the sunny face of creation vanished ; 
my rival came, and mirddening rage, chao- 
tic vengeance, banished the softened senti- 
ments of humanity. I saw the beauteous^ 
instigator of the mischief smile in his face^, 
and hell was not hotter than my heart— 
' Avaunt, unworthy, coward weakness, that 
would whisper pity !' I could Jhave exclaim- 
ed ; ' now and for ever, I tear you from m^ 
bosom:' but policy kept a guard -upon my 
tongue^ and with silent caution I watched 
them. Did he — and in my presence — 
did he kiss the glowing lip of beauty ?" 
yes,, he did more, he threw his arm around 
her waist, he folded her ta his. bo6om> he 

c & called 
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caUed her his vifc^ bis soul's comfort, the 
siother of his darling infant ! Gods ! had 
I possessed the envied powet of the basi'- 
lifik, I would have struck hiai idead ; oould 
J have |;uided the thunder of Omnipotence^ 
I "Would have blasted him in the very sane* 
tuary of hts felkty : but the period of ray 
triumph was not ihen arrived; it shal^ it 
will cam£ ; yet will I bend her stubborn 
will, yet wiil I conquer her pride, yet will 
I fiubfect her to my power; and then^ yes, 
iben, though hell yawns wide to ingulf the 
ravishers then will I be master of her 
pei^fion" . , ...,.•• 



/•mm 



*' What a reluctant consent have you 
tendered, Alverani ! At length you deign 
%o snatch the prizse Fortuise holds (o your 
acceptance. But tvhat a sea of morality, 
what a page of idle rcfieotitMi had 1 1o en- 
countfjr, ere I reached the decision ! You 
feel an apprehension, you feel a conscious- 

ness 



ircss t;)f error ; your heart reproadies you ; 
ere the die is cast, it points to the preci* 
pioe^ inito which, you say, weakness and 
indecision vriH plunge you. Strange, in- 
fatoated man ! take for your cloak the plea 
of mercy; Shink that you savealifei and 
turn aside the shaft of conscience ; bu^ re- 
member, when once embanked in an enter- 
prise so profound, silence andsecresy must 
be observed, must be the ruling law of ac- 
tion ; no start of piety, no religious fana- 
ticism must breathe the tale, for the hour 
which witnesses your apostacy, witnesses 
the darings of my revenge." 
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*' Still repining, stil)l the victim of pusil- 
lanimmis fear! 'tie no matter, the deed is 
done, and you cannot recant; the die is 
cast, and Fortune favoured the project. If 
still ungratelful for theiriches I have latvi^h- 
ed on you, if stiH a slave to the silly ^x*^ 
ioms of the world, if stiU scared by the 
bugbear cooscience^ turn headsman mid 

-repent ; 
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repent ; nay, if that will not do, if Heaven 
be not pacified by prayer, then build a 
nionastery, and bribe its mercy ; institute 
an order of penitents, arid let their brevia- 
ries, their forbearance^ and inflictions, pu- 
rify your soul from sin, and absolve you 
from the pangs of purgatory/' 

*' Wretch I'' articulated the canon ; '' pro- 
fane, sacrilegious wretch 5*' 

" The infant's blood flowed freely/*^ con- 
tinued to peruse Huberto ; " the disfigured 
remains were carefully conveyed from the 
wood, jind the bier watered with parental 
tears* How many balmy sighs swelled the 
snow-white bosom of beauty ! how many 
bitter drops dimmed the lustfe of her 
radiant eyes [" 

'' How many - imprecations did cruelty 
extort!** burst from the lips of the nearly 
eonvulsed canon. *' Ill-fated, hapless, mur- 
dered Fiodoaldo I sweet lost cberub of an 

angel 



ni MONTRANZO. 89 

angel mother ! holy Heaven, how many 
pangs did thy fate awaken ! But proceed, 
my son — let rae hear the heart whose ran- 
cour planned the deed/* 

" Strange inconsistent being that lam I" 
pursued Di Rinaldini : " in the moment of 
triumph, what portends the gloomy de- 
spondency of my feelings? Alas ! who will 
weep when I shall be no more ? who will 
sigh o'er my tomb, or brood, wilh linger- 
ing fondness, o'er my memory ? The enig- 
ma of my own heart is the last that I can 
solve : I thought their, misery would have 
constituted my happiness; but I find it 
otherwise : my soul still pants for bliss un- 
possessed, still cherishes the burning flame 
of envy, the deadly malice of revenge : 
remoyse at best is but a coward's virtue; 
I'll tear it-hence, TU banish the ipournful 
theme, lest, catching the spark of your ti- 
midity, I fall into reflection, I yield to 
pity, 



" Righteous 
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" Rigliteoiis Providence!" exclaimed Dl. 
Rir.aldipfi^ as he concluded the inspection 
of the papers^ '^ what a scene of iniquity is<i 
here unfolded ! my benefactor, the guar- 
dian of my youth, implicated in a project 
so foul, so infernal ! Time has been, when 
the bare shadow of such an accusation' 
would have roused all my faculties into ac- 
tion, would have awakened the indiornant- 
pride of honour, would have spurred me* 
on to have substantiated his justification^ 
or to have perished; but now — now, alas !- 
I fear to exert the ability of power; rfear>. 
Vest ex'ery step should, by throwing new 
fight on the subject, bkzon forth his dis- 
honour, and my own ingratitude. He was 
once the standard of my imitation; he is 
still the preserver of my helplessness, the 
parent of Adelheida.** 

•'' Then no hope is left,'* sighed Fa- 
ther Luitfrido, as though in conclusion 
to bis own reflection. "The barbarians 
would not spare him ; his disfigured 
remains were removed from the wood; his 

Hood 
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blood flowed freeljj. Avenging Heaven! 
hast thou no thunder to wield over the 
head of sin ? Alas !*' and his eyes rested on 
the type of forgiveness, which^ impending 
over his wretched mattress, stamped the 
resignation, the agony, the endurance of a 
crucified Saviour, '*" Pardon, Father, the 
weakness of humanity ; pardon the impre- 
cation : Piety and vlrtu^, religion and thy 
example, point to forgiveivess ; ti\m then 
the heart of the mur(ierer» and if be stilt 
liv«, oil ! lead him to tome'SoHtiade, where, 
in penitence and prayer, his drooping spi- 
rit, penetrated with divine protection, may 
rekindle the hope of mercy," 



CHAP. 
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CHAP; II. 

Havt I been deaf? am I that rock unmov'dy 

Against svhose root tears beat^ and sighs are seat 

In vain ? Have I beheld thy sorrows calmly ? 

Oh ! thou too n»kly censur'st. '. Otwat. 



With ease sach fond chimeras we pursue. 
As feincy frames for fancy to pursue. 

Drydkit. 

l^ returning to Montranzo, i)i Rinaldini 
mused on the contents of the casket. It 
was evident the Canon of St. Romuald 
knew more than he chose to reveal; but 
how his fate should be concerned in the 
fragments so newly discovered, was a, mys- 
tery he felt unable to resolve. He had 
often suspected his friend interested in the 

sufferings 
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sufferings of the Marchese di Motitranzo ; 
the agitation he had betrayed at the men- 
tion of the Duca di Monte Melissario, and 
themorethan common interest he appeared 
ever to feel in the affliction of the Marchese, 
had given birth to the conclusion : he 
felt assured, that misfortune, not guilt, had 
driven him to the asvlum of the Camaldoli 
convent ; nay, he would have staked exis- 
tence, upon the purity and rectitude of a 
heart, whose every impulse breathed virtue 
and universal philanthropy ; his days evin- 
ced one unvaried series. of good actions; 
he devoted himself to the welfare of others; 
his engagements and his sacrifices had but 
one aim, and that aim was the succour of 
the wretched ; prayer was not the labour, 
but the recompence of his life ; virtue wa^ 
not the boast, but the guide of his con- 
duct ; never had he closed his ear against 
the plaint of poignant sorrow — never re- 
sisted the calls of humanity ; no disgraceful 
caprice varied his beneficence, for his soul, 
farmed of the softened mould which na- 

ture 



/^ 
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« 

<ur€ calk feeling, which the world denomi* 
nates romance, was alive ever to the sacred 
ties of duty and benevolence. 

" Such is my preceptor/' thoiight Hir- 
fcerto; ^' and yet> a victim to smothered 
grief, he droops in pr^matune age, for the 
best energies of his life have fiowed iir 
feitterness. Oh, destiny ! how«ecrct, ht>w 
cnigiaaticri are thy decisions ! itapercepti* 
biy dost thou pix>pel (is on through years 
of woe, khiMigii ages of sorrow. £&is* 
tenoe t Gfcat God I what does, existence 
pflfier to a heart bereaved — a heart, in which 
the sympathies of nature are stifled — a 
heart, in which ti^ prospects of enjoyment 
are becdme barren V' 

The shade of Adeiheida, like the blue 
mist of ciher, floated in »he prospect—- 
'' Once,'* fee apostrophized, memory soften- 
ing at the illusion, *^ once two fo»d hearts 
were united; once extasy was mine ; once 
this earth mds heaven; once the purest^ 

tenderest 
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tend^rest vaws sealed the chaste intervieii9s 
of bliss : trme^ as in the spelNbound regions 
of enchantment^ wore rapidly away ; na- 
ture's glowing affection transported me inta 
an ideal Elysium, and tinged every feeling, 
every respiration, every effusion of soul, 
with the energy of delight : now the ghost 
of lost felicity haunts me, subdues the boaat 
of reason, sco^s at patience, at resignation, 
at hope, and colours every sigh with deso- 
lation, every thought with anguish." 

Such' were \m reflections, as he pursued / 
the rapid course of the Metremo^ as he 
gazed on its gurgling eddies, and watched 
waves;, which, ffom time immemorial, had 
rolled unsubdued — ^^waves once swelled by 
the ensanguined stream of slaughter, once 
strewed with the bodies of unheeded slain^ 
once, and for ever, stamped upon the page 
of history, in recording the defeat of As- 
drubal, the triumph of Claudius Nero, and 
Livius'Salinator. Such are the passions of 
man, defying eontroul, turbulent and un* 

governable. 
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governable, riding, as the air-blown bubble* 
in proud triumph on the wave, of time, 
broken by the first straw of contention^ 
and swallowed in the vortex of eternitj*. 

As Di Rihaldini approached the castle, 
«an inward sensation seemed to reproach 
the hopeless picture he had sketched, for 
as he looked up, he beheld the youthful 
Isidore, bending, like the genifas of inspi- 
ration, over the side of the rampart : the 
light elegance of his form, the Parian 
whiteness of his forehead, the waving pro- 
fusion of his ebon hair, the speaking ra- 
diance of his ariimated eyes, but, above all^ 
the hectic glow, which seemed the sponta- 
neous effusion of newly-awakened enthu- 
siasm, gave to his features a charm the 
most alluring, to his station an appearance 
the most picturesque. 

*^ And for me," thought Huberto, as 
softly he stole beneath the rampart, '' for 
zne are the active scenes of life resigned ; 

for 
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for me is Isidore content to waste the warm 
energies of his mind. in a solitude so ob-^ 
scin-e : Friendship, great sovereign balm 
to affliction's power, henceforth I hail thee; 
henceforth shalt thou dry the tear of re- 
membrance shalt thou chase the sorrows 
of ill-fated love/' 

Again he looked up, for his soundless 
«teps, as lightly he pressed the grassy her- 
bage, attracted not the attention of the 
' youth; still gracefully recumbent, he seem- 
ed to float on ideal visions ; he seemed lost 
in the exuberance of fancy, alive only to 
the impulse of sentiment. 

'^ U, like thee," thought our hero, as he 
4rac«d a hand of snowy whiteness, putting 
back a raven ringlet — " if like thee, ah ! 
surely Hemelfride n^erits an undivided 
heart." 

Doubtful was the sigh which succeeded ; 
whether it was the involuntary swell of 

tenderness^ 
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tenderness, we cannot determine; Ime it 
is, that he gazed upon the pilgidm, ytith an 
earnestness, an admrration not td be con-^ 
trole^ ;- .that the Terdant beauties of crea* 
tion were disregarded ; that the past and 
the future were alike efiaeed from xnesuoty. 

'' Why is the bliss of others the bane of 
my existence ?" articulated Isidore; (Hu- 
berto scarcely breallied. ) " Why, nftejreiftti 
Providence ! am I doomed to winder 
through this gloomy world, the slave of 
passion, the victim of grief S! why are;di« 
charms of happiness denied .my youth? 
why the sympathies of affection my ardour? 
why, like yon cypress which bends to the 
bieeze, why cannot I yield to the ordina- 
tion of Heaven ? Oh ! sainted Eusebia, pro*- 
phetic friend ! you analyzed the feeUng« 
of my heart, you foreboded itedoom-r-sor* 
row/' 

Rich in the invagined secret, Di Rinaldi* 
nl flew towards the drawbridgje ;; hQ paused 

3 not 
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not till be readied the rampart, till he 
reached the side of the pilgrim. — *^ Not 
all the energies of life are blasted/' he ex- 
claimed: V Isidore, this day has the mrsts 
ofdespair vanished ; this day has the cordial 
warmth of fnefidship darted into my bosom^ 
has it whispered future peace. , Court you 
the heaven-born, guest. Let our comfort 
flow from the same source. Friendship fills. 
the aching void in my heart: be your's as 
flexible/' 

A half-suppressed shriek burst from Hie 
lips of the youth ; he tottered, he trembled ; 
the bloom fled his cheek ; tears started to 
his eyesf 

- '* Am I to my unexpected approach to 
attribute this agitation?" demanded Di 
Rinaldini ; " or is it the sickly indukence 
of fancy which enervates your mind even 
to woman's weakness?" 

" The mind boasts not alvs'ays the same 

energies/' observed Isidore, recovering his 

^ VOL. III. o composure; 
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composure ; ^ it is; as the body; liable tm 
change; it is often the slave of ctrcum-« 
stances, it is often the sport of 'ieeiing/' 

" What circumstance can warrant the 
sacrifice of health ?*' 

*^ Ah! IS it you %vho ask me-?*' 

Huberto shuddered. The youth snatched- 
his hand ; he saw he had thrilled the chord 
of woe ; and, with a, bitter smile, he con- 
cluded — *' Solitude is an indulgence the 
miserable will court." 

i 

In dn instant dissolvied the shadowy fabric 
Huberto had erected: peace was crushed 
in the dissolution. He looked towards the^ 
chapel, where mouldered the form of Adel- 
heida, and felt that friendship could not 
silence every warring passion of the soul *; 
for there is 

'* An avarice ir grief; 
And tHc wan eye of sorrow loves to |ase 
l^pon its secret hoard of ifeasur'd woes^ 

la pining solitude*** 

Often 



Often there, wUh gloomy eagerness^ had 
he revised the days of happier years; often 
tliere, vfhh a miser's caution, had he re- 
traced the fleeting hours of Wiss. 

'*' My study was melancholy," pursued 

Isidore, nnconscioos of the encreased de- 

jectioti of his friend :-^'^ I was marking the 

progrete of time since the dawn of memory : 

I was contrasting the bitterness of orphaned* 

ihfanlcy, to the sweet, the endearing solici- 

tdde of iparentai tenderness. I was thinking, 

had Heaven vouchsafed me a mother> my 

sharpest throesof anguish had been spared. 

How strong, hoiV 'dear,' how impulsivd, are 

t\ie ties of Nbtiir* f What a chain dbei she 

forge, to unite the claims of Conj^angurnity! 

Ali^V fhat'cKain extends not to me; I am 

o\}t' of ^he re;\ch 6f its influence : the crea- 

tdpebf illurioni I stand, as it were, alone in 

tRtfct^atioiv" '- '' 

'' AfonA?*^' frfterruptedbi Rinaldint 
"I speak of filial claims/' faltered Isi- 

♦ ■ 

dore. * 

•D 2 « And 
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"And forget fraternal?" he dernanded 
— ''Alas, poor Heme! fride! Hiid I such a 
sister, had I such a being to love, my life 
would not seem destitute. Eager for her 
happiness, methinks I should forget my own 
sorrow. Oh ! I would watch over her, with 
a feeling so tender, a sensation so new; I 
would hide her in my heart's sancluary^ 
and cherish her as f would, honoiir or vir- 
tue. You weep ! — Pardon m,e^ my friend. 
Think not I breathe reproach: it is to in- 
advertence, not to disregard of the blessing, 
I attribute the oversight." 

"Yon would hide her in yonr heart's 
Mncitiaryr repeated Isidoie — " Merciful 
God ! you would cherish her, as you would 
honour or virtue f" 

" Yes," rejoined Huberto ; " she shonid 
be father — mother— all td me. With the 
lynx-eye of affection woirfd I guard each, 
avenue to her virgin heart, would I wai:ii. 
her ajjamst the fatal influence of love/' 
Against love ?" eagerly questioned 

Isidore 
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Isidore—'' Would jou warn Remeirride 
against love?'* 

" Why so fervent ?" asked Di ,Rinaldini» 

^' Because," replied the youths " I have 

heard that love is the master passion of 

nature ; I have heard, that withont love, 

creation is a blank, and life a burden/* 

*' Say, raYher, you have felt, for cxpe- 
Vierice atonie tould colour a flame so ten- 
der/' ^ 

The youth started. 

*' Love,*' continued Huberto, " in its first 
era, was to me a scene ot bliss. I imbibed 
It, I cherhhed it, it became a part of my 
being; my enthusiasm conceived nothing 
beyond it; the sorrows of my childhood 
-were fdrgotten ; eveiy trace of pain, every 
'vestige of care, vanished ; th« idol of my 
soul's homage smiled, and every succeeding . 
moment was consecrated to passion. But 
for th0 tasted felicity, for the fleeting vision 
of six happy months, what have I not for- 

D 3 feited ! 
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.felted ! I am yqung in l\(c» but my vigour 
is fled^ my destiny is irremediable-: the re- 

• • • 

sources in myself have failed ; happiness is 
annihilated^ and thought is distraction. It 
is such a picture as this I would sketchy it 
is such devastation as this I would bid ^ 
isister shun.'* 

'' And yet the aspect was once cl9.u41c5s/* 
said the pilgrim. , '/ Could ^c^an unfolji ^hp 
page of fate, the blast of approaching 
calamity woukl kill every springing hope; 
he would droop in the midst of felicity* he 
would anticipate the bitterness of afflictidn^ 
in the transient moipents of siiblunary joy* 
Mother of God ! fatigue and sorrow would 
be his portion, misery and woe would o'er- 
cloud his pilgrimage. The illusions of the 
hearty the fairy tints of imagination, would 
no longer yield serenity, would no longer 
boast a cjiarm : dead to every joy, nature's 
simple emotion^ designed alike for all, would 
be unfelt; and the boasted privilege .of 
reason but a darkened speck in the^span of 
existence/' 

" Most 
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. "Most true/' sighed I>i Rmaklini. — 
*' Ignorance is our sheet-anchor of bliss ; 
«ve Feel security 4n the moment of fate, and 
the threatening thunder, wielding over- 
head^ crushes us, ere awake to danger. And 
yet man labours hard for knowledge ; man 
would raise the veil of futurity, would per- 
«se the page af destiny/' 

" Dissatisfied^ and the creature of incer 
litude and cTiange," observed Isidore, *' the 
desires of man exceed ever the gifts of Omni 
potence ; he slights the present blessing, in 
a fresh-formed wish, and blasts the placidity 
of content, by the pinings af caprice. How 
mysterious are the hidden movements of the 
heart ! Hemelfride might have made her own 
happiness, but sheshunned the path of peace; 
she panted for bliss, and she has found woe." 

" She is young," said Huberto, *'and her 
woe is not irremediable." 

^' You too are young," eagerly rejoined 
the pilgrim ; ." and yet you yield to des- 
pondency/' .. 

D 4 " Death 
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'' Death/' moitrnfuily sighed Dr Rinal- 
dini. 

" Ah V interrupting him, with upraised 
eyes and glowing cheeks> '* had death ef- 
faced her image from his heart; had her 
name^been the last lingering effort of his 
cIay>cold lip^; had she known herself be« 
loved ; had s\ie felt the sweet intercourse 
of sentiment, the tender reciprocity ot 
sympathy ; had she floated on the light 
ether of expectation, and yielded to the 
delicious delirium of fancy; the fertile 
genius of grief might have tormented, 
but could not have upbraided her. In 
happier worlds, she might have pictured 
the rewnion of divided souls ; the ray of 
promised mercy might have shot into hef 
widowed bosom, might have cheated the 
pang of misery, and dignified ^he plaint of 



sorrow," 



" Was her fate decided ere she fled her 
convent?" inquired Huberto — ''Had the 
charm of fascination stolen upon her senses, 

did 



i 
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did it ^aide her steps/ did it whisper frw- 
dom?" 

'' Oh no/' timidly ; " ere she fled her con* 
vent, ere she fled the sacriflcei^ dulry extorted, 
she knew not the vexations^ the pains^ the 
fears, the perplexities, which strew witlj 
thorns the path of life. Disgusted with the 
sameness, the dead calm, the perfect mono* 
tony of a monastic life, she formed the resot 
Hition to break the fetters of restraint, and fly 
to freedom* Glowinsr with social affection, 
refined by tenderness, itninfkienced by en- 
thusiasm, she sought the world, and proved 
too late the error of her judgment." 

" Then it is the disappointment of a too 
Anguine mind which constitutes her sad* 
ness,'* said Di Kinaldini : " she pictured the 
world a fairy land, and i^he finds h inhos- 
pitable and selfish/* 

" No," eagerly; " she finds it the seat of 
benefi^cence and generosity/' •* 

*' S«rely,*' rtjoihed Uubetto, smiling at 
the afdour of the yc^iih, '' till novr. Heaven 

p5 never 



never formed two beings so .mysterious,' so 
inexplicable. I should like to see Hemel* 
fride: methinks I could love her,, for her- 
similarity to yourself." 

*' You shall see her, Signor/' 

•< But when? where?" 

" You shall see her," answered Isidore, 
^' when with safety she can quitber hiding* 
.place.- ' 

*' 1 trust I shall see her happy!" ex- 
claimed Di Rini^Idini. ''Interest sometimes 
springs • froni the very ashes of hope, 
SDd kindles into being. Her fate, less 
pregnant with calatnity thai) dejSipo;i<lei)py 
pictures, may yet tbeferji^r into gladness: 
she may live to be tk moil>eF,:4o^hej9F/ 1|^ 
innocent pleadings of infency/ to tread the 
unruffled path of domestic life ; she may 
live tjo form the minds of her offspring, to 
rear, them up to virtue and to honour, to 
feel the chaste: endr^rmen^. of cp^nnub^l 
Jove, and to tsmile at tM.inifatua^iojtv'which 
now threajtens death to jo)f t /or tlie. mi^d 
£ « at 
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at peace with itself, niay reflect on the past 
disappointments of youth without bitter- 



ness/* 



€< 



A mother!** murmured Isidore, yield'* 
ing to the romantic fervour of his ideas— ^ 
" God of nature! Hemelfride become a 
mother ! Hemelfride sooth the faint cry of 
helplessness, catch the first accents of grate- 
ful Jove, trace the early shoots of know.- 
ledge, promote the pure sports of playful- 
ness! Hemelfride " He paused. 

" Conclude the picture,*' said Huberto, 
smiling; *' a pencil like your's, Isidore^ 
decks it in new-fraught charms/' 

But the youth heard him not; beseemed 
lost in the delusion of fancy ; elevated by 
the spirit of entlnisiasm, a speaking radi- 
ance danced in his eyes, a glowing colour 
animated his features. 

t' .With such ideas, such sentrtnents^'* 
concluded Di Rinaldini, ^^ the soKtude »f 
Mpntcanzo must indeed seembarren." 

b6 The 
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The pilgrim started* 

*' It was of Hemelfride we were speak- 
ing/' recovering, himself ; " we were pic- 
turing what^ might have been her life — 
Alas! how different to what it is?" 

"What will be!" exclaimed Huberto. 
*' Never!" fer\*ently— " May Heaven 
avert the horror of an union unallied to 
love!" 

*' Methinks you judge your sister by the \ 
strength of her expressions," observed Di 
Rinaldini ; " you give no scope to the pos- 
isibility of change." 

, •' I judge her by my own heart," replied 
the youth—-**' my heart, which shudders at 
the devastation of such a sacrifice," 

'' Judge her rather i)y the powers of your 
mind," rejoined his friend, " and tell me 
whether that could notconquer an unworthy 
prepossession ? " 

" Unworthy !" repeated Isidore— " Holy 
'MarV^ unworthy !" and with fearful tre- 
pidation, he again ceased. 

. , •• Surely 
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•' Surely the being, who, unconcerned, 
excites the sigh of Hemelfride, who, uri- 
pitying, shuns the blushing ardour of ill- 
concealed love, merits to be termed un- 
worthy." 

*' But he knows it not, he dreams it not,*' 
eagerly rejoined Isidore. " Hemelfride 
carefully smothered the flame, nor, for a 
\ moment, betrayed her weakness." 

" Then is he blind indeed," said Huberto; 
" a heart, such as a ou have described yomr 
sister*s, cannot veil its feplings." 

From this period, anew character seemed 
to animate the soul of the pilgrim : his 
features were decked in the smile of cheer- 
fulness,' his lips breathed the light flights 
of gaiety, his lute no longer vibrated the 
thrill of woe, but echoed the sprightful 
measure of^ merriment. The delighted 
Vannina hailed the change with rapture; she 
dWed not beneath the surface — she fancied 
the effort nature. Di Rinaldini also was 
deceived ; but he experienced no satisfat- 

tioiK 
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lion in the change ; with that inconsrstency 
vhich ever attends on grief, . he marked it 
with regret: it was inimical to his feeh'ngs 
—it seemed the death of sympathy. The* 
gentle solicitude, the unguarded tendcfrness 
which once instigated every action, once 
marked every word of his guest, imper^ 
ceptibly had gained upon his mind, imper- 
ceptibly had riyetted his attention, had 
interested his heart : to see that solicitude 
no more, to see that tenderness restrained. 
was a blow to pride, as well as. afleetion — 
^ blow which opened the wounds of past 
sorrows, which filled him. with restless 
anxiety, which Jieemcd again .to isolate him 
from the world.—" Father of Heaven ! " he 
wt)Qld artipulate, as with a jealoMS eye he 
in^rked4be*spprtive sallies of Isidore an.d 
Vannina — "father of Heaven! the oi\ly 
l^ing who could console me, no longer 
fieels.an interest in my fate!*' 

' *. , *"• /J ■ 

. Little did^he thinks little did he suspqct 
the violence which tlii^ conquest over him- 

self 



self had excited in the breast of Isidore r 
little did he think, little did he suspect the 
cruel agitation which each moment threat- 
ened to overthrow ihis studied display of 
indifference. 

Jt was late in lhe;evening> long ^fter the 
sun had set, long^^te^r jts hrilliaiit reflec^ 

.ifonft were pb^curiid by 'the blue mists of 
apprpaching darkness, . t-hat the , pilgrim^ 

.exhaus.ted by the^e][.eriion of personating 
a part he could n^ot feel, opened the door 
of the oratQty. A stranger lo?..$|M5r light 
fancies, i to the idle train .0f superstijtious 
fears whi^h ever ^^ail the mind of.ignof- 
ar)xe,.be spugbtiplone the (jalm-ftf ^oikink, 

. the luKury of iiululgence. tie l^new Va^i- 
iiina* dared not pe,|ietrate this, intl^gj^fd 
scene of supernatural horror; be felt, he 
might there throw aside the painful mask 
of qheerfujtijess; spiriije^i disapp0iiMffI> h^ 
wpulfi have retreated; bpt Huberto, who 

stood at the step pf-t|^e P^hWf* ^^^ ^^ ^"^^ 

pulse 
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pulse — " Stay, Isidore/' he exclaimed ; " if 
my presence is become ^ restraint, I go/* 

The youth closed the 4o6r in silence. 

9 

" Time has b^en/* he continued, breath* 
ing a half-reproachful sigh, " when my 
haunts were courted, not shunned ; when 
the sweet lear of sympathy was given to 
my sorrows, and the painfu), pleasing cfQjrfs 
of interest and regard to my consolation. 
But now " * 

*' What now ?** implored Isidore, with a 
Starr of mingled anguish and regret. 

*' Now,*' concluded Di Rinaldini, " fresfi 
pursuits engage a heart I thought incapable 
of change ; and the pang of neglect pierces 
with additional porgnaiicy, because it was 
unexpected/' 

The shadows of night veiled from obser- 
vation the varying countenance of the pfl- 
grim, else might have been reiad a volume 

' of 



Bl MONTRANZO. 65 

of expression : burning tears streamed from 
his eyes^ as trembling he clung for support 
to the rail of the altar — '* Blessed Virgin!'* 

he articulated^ " neglect ^* And the 

violent perturbation of his feelings imposed 
silence. 

" Even in this spot, ;sacred to love/* 
Huberto continued, *' the pang of wounded 
friendship penetrates. At war with memory, 
I strive to banish the unwelcome theme ; 
but, alas ! it will arise, and torment me 
with a perseverance altogether inexpli- 
cable." 

" What theme?'* demanded the agitated 
youth. — '* Oh ! tell me what I have said, 
what I have done, to warrant a reproach so 
unlooked-for? Signer, friend, preserver, 
torture not my heart, but teU me.** 

^' Perhaps I am unjust," said Di Rinaldini, 
disarmed in an instant of every vestige of 
displeasure — *' Caprice cannot harbour in 
a breast so pure« so untainted by the world: 
it is then from my own conduct Imusf at- 
tribute 
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tribute a chaoge which has filled me with 
despondency." , 

'^ Your own conduct !" whoed the ardent 
Is»dore — " oh, Srgqor! your own conduct 
is but too perfect ; it is deeply,, it is irre- 
versibly " Checking himself with bash- 
ful trepidation^ he concluded — " Contrast- 
ed with such virtue, mine must appear too 
palpable." 

" Wherefore, then," xlemande^ Huberto^ 
•'fordaiys, for weeks, have you so carefully 
shunned me? wherefoxe is the leading fea- 
ture of your character changed?" 

AJas ! I know not," faltered the voutPr, 
You know not!" he repeated ; "and 
yet you wonder that I feel. Oh, Isidore!," 
laying his hand upon-the arm of the pilgrim,. 
" call to mind the change in your manners^ 
cajl to mind your promises of faith, and 
answer my inquiry?'* 

, " God of HepA^en direct me," faltered 
the youths after a long, pause of reflec- 

tipn, 

"You 
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" Yoti have said that my. friendship .was 
dear to your heart/' resumed Di Rinald^ni, 

" Dear !" interrupted Isidore — " oh, most 
deaf! I am changed, but it is in a,ppear* 
^nce ; my gratitude, my thoughts are the 
^j^tnc ; they can neycr, never vary : the 
globe itself may melt away, but my s^e^ti- 
ments, my opinions, v^ill remaim the same* 
— Ca// to mind my promises of faith! — yes, 
J . rem^embj^r all. JWy life is your's, not 
ipine: you preserved it; you said it was 
necessary to your comfort, and I yielded it 
to your guidance. Mould me then as you 
please, tell me what I shall say, teach me 
what J shall do, and judge my friendship 
by my .submission. I will follow your fbqt- 
steps; no danger, no .sacrifice^ shall daui>C 
my courage ; country, clima|e, occppation, 
pll alike, are indifferent. Call xnc *yo,w 
friend, Huberto, call me vour friend, and 
when the dark, the eternal cloud of death, 
enveloping all nature, silences the feelings 
of my heart,^theni and not. till then, will 

...t you 
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you know the irresistible necessity wfech 
impels me." 

With astonishment, with wonder, with 
awe, with admiration, Di Rinaldini gazed 
upon the speaker — *' Oh ! may I never soKe 
the mystery/' he exclaimed, *' if death alone 
can lift the veil !" 

Energy, fortitude, enthusiasm, vanished 
with the moment. Isidore, unable id re- 
strain his sobs, dropped the hand of his 
host, and ruished from the oratory. 

*' Look, Signor/* siiid Vannina, as Hu- 
berto in the morning entered the library, 
^*^look what a beautiful portrait! I always 
thought relig^'^n's garb frightful ; but even 
this novice veil can't disguise the charms of 
H*melfride." 

" Of Hemelfrlde!" repeated Di Rinaldini^ 
invohintariiy extending- his hand. 

** It can be no other/' rejbined Vannina; 

•* for. 
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^* (or, see, she is habited as a novivc ofCorpui. 
Domini. Besides, the likeness to Isidore ; 
thmighi mefhinks, 'tis not so handsome ; 
there isa't half the expression in the eybs, 
nor half the sweetness on the lips. Don't 
you think, Signor, Isidore lias the most be- 
>vitching smile in the world?" .. 

^' I never beheld a countenance mpre 
lovely/' said Huberto> regardless of the 
question, and stedfastly observing the por- 
trait — "sure Heaven formed .her a .tran- 
script pf^tseJf?" 

" Do you think it as handsomes^^ Isidore ?"* 
again questioned Vannina. 
. '• So gentle, so feminine, so indicative 
of all the softened attribute^ q£ woman !."* 
pursued Di Rinaldini. '' My$teripusHe?ven ! 
atid yet to languish in the paiigs of hop^r 
fess love! — I should like to retain^.this pic-* 
ture," suddenly turning to Vanninsi — "How 
came it in your possession?" 

" Not for the uiiivenie> Signpr,*';iiTipIored 
the . alarmed girl.-*-" I took if fironi the 

portfolio 
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pbt4lbIio of Tsidore> while he Vfa9 walking 
on thre terrace." • '? 

" It was wrong/' said Huberto ; and- yet* 
his hand relinquished not the portrait. 

*' Shall I put It back?" asked Vannina: ' 

" Certainly — ^Yet, stay; I Will speak to 
Isidore ; I know he will grant it to nty Ve- 
quest." 

^' Ah! but he will know who was the 
parfoi tier," exclaimed Vannina, *' ind des^ 
pise'ine for my curiosrfy. F don't think he^ 
possesses any himself; how th^h ban. he' 
pardon^ it in others?*' 

" There certainly exists a surprising" re^* 

semblance,** obser\'ed Di Rinaldini, as again 

hiseyeS'iVere r?veited btf the perfect' con- 

tour of featiii^s,- which a novitthte* Veil; 

* 
thrown ■ gracefully bafck, seemed *ih6'dfestTy 

fbdiscloseV -^ ^^ '^ ' *' ' '^* 

"' •' \ have^feard," remarked Vahtiina, " that^ 

twins may often pass for eath' othei-; birt' 

. I ain siirie'I cbtiWdistdVer lisldore, 1 amsure 

I ^ouTd 'p^ci \M 'iut of a thou^ntf flyimeftJ 

" There 
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' ^* There is a something in this little 
shadow/' eicclakned our hero, ^ which ex- 
citeis nrore interest— — " 

*- That/' thought Vannina, " is opinion/' 

\ 

'* To know Isidore, isi to love him ; to see 
Hemelfride, is to admire." 

" You have never seen her, Signor/* 

'* True ; but her picture^ *I judge by her 
picture, Vannina. Isidore is no iflatterer: 
if his sister resemble this sketch of affection, 
nature catinot produce a more finished 
work/" 

** Isidore has not drawn her picture 
though," observed Vannina> yielding for a 
moment to the dictates of envy. 

" 'Tis true the snowy bosom is the limi- 
tation/' said Huberto ; ^' but surely ima- 
gination dares not disgrace— — / 



€t 



Signor/' interrupted Vannina, " why 
don't you ask Isidore to bring her to the 
Caslle ?" 1 • . , . 

" To the Castle,"' h€( repeated; *' why 
Should 1?" ' 

" I do 
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'' I do think/' she continued, '^ we should 
all be happier/* 

" Happier!" echoed Di Rinaldini ; " why 
should the presence of Hemelfride promote 
happiness?'' 

" She would cheer us all/' replied the 
aftless girl : '^ Isidore would be delighted 
to see his sister ; and you« Signor^ would 
cease to despair." 

Never!" vehemently. 
Oh yes! Hemelfride is so beautiful, 
ai>d so good ; so gentle, and so com- 
passionate ; 'tis possible — she — she — she 
might " hesitating — " she will remind 
us of former days, Signor." , 

The miniature dropped upon the table; 
Huberto folded his arms, and sighed. 

" Merciful God ! will that bring happi- 
ness? can the contrast of what I was, of 
what I anrl, insure peace?*' 

'* Not the contrast," rejoined Yannina, 
* eager 



\ 
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eager to efface the expression of mefan** 
eholy which her words bad produced^ — 
^^ In this, worlds every thing is liable to 
change : the very stars themselves are not 
stationary." 

'f What would vou infer, Vannina?" ' 
. ^' Nothing, Sigtaor — but — but — '- — " 

^' Take the pbrtrait/' said Di Rinaldini, 
firmly, '' and replace it in the portfolio." 
' " Do you think it possible," asked Van- 
nina, taking, it from the table, and again 
holding it to. his view, '' that such a beau- 
tiful girl, as. this represents, can love with 
ardour,.and not be loved in return?" 

*' Everything is ^ possible," exclaimed 
Itubcrto. 

" Then," with an arch smile, " vou. 
Signer, may be happy." 

. > 

Intuitively Hu^erto /etook the miniature: 
Vannina gazed . stedlhstly upon his face, 
and traced, instead 'of sorrow and inquie* 
•tude, an animated glcw upon his cheek, 

VOL. III. E and 
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and an^ unusual radiance in his eyes. At 
that instantj flie door of the library wa9 
softly openedj and Isidore appeared bdibre 
thw>. 

Blushing, abashed, discohterted^ Vannina 
%vould gladly have shrunk, from hi&presente i 
the conscious conviction of error pakied the 
\varm feelings of her heart ; and, because she 
merited reproof, she dreaded to hear him 
speak. But the youth perceived not^ her 
embarrassment, nay, scarcely perceived her 
presence. . One glance betrayed, the study 
of Di Rinaldini^. and that glance faded the 
vermiliQii of his complexion, and extended 
a tremulous emotion to his whole frame. 

" I am admiring the extreme beauty of 
your sister,'* said Huberto ; *' to behold 
Isidore, is to behold Hemelfride." 

" We are twins," murmured the pilgrim^ 
and his eyes bent upon the floor. 

'' Ah I but not so alike as to pass for 

e^acfi 
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each other/* exclaimed Vsdmiaa — ''I told 
the Signor ju^t now, my life on it> I could 
discover you/' 

The youth smiled ; he ventured to look 
up ; his composure returned. ^ 

" I know not/' observed' Di Rinnldini, 
^ whether to the dazzling whiteness of her 
complexion, to the melancholy languor 
of her eye, or to the pious interest of her 
attire, the fair Hemelfride is indebted for 
the pre-eminence ; biit t could almost 
fancy her a missionary from above, de- 
scending on the errand of universal be* 
neficence/' 

" Your colouring is too highly wrought," 
said Isidote. 

*' Was Hemelfride present/' rejoined 
Hubertb, '^ you might think it flattery; as 
it is, my friend, conclude it opinion.*' 

'^ When I quitted my chamber," doubt- 
fully remarked Isidore, " that little per- 

s 9 forma uce 
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formance was in my portfolio : shall I con- 
•fess my surprise- ih thus 'discovering it- ki 
your hand?" 

" The appearance/' replied Di* Rinal- 
dirii, *^ -certainly justifies the inquiry, 

though " 

^. ^M a^ii the aggressor/* interrupted Van- 
iTiina; ''I stand self-condemned, for I it 
was who tooic it from the portfolio,' arfd 
brought it to the Si^^nor. Will you pardon 
me, Isidore, wbeu I conHpss my curiosity 
Urged me on, even against my conscience?" 

"If you can pardon yourself, Vannina, 
you have nothing to fear from me." ;. 

The tone of solemnity in which these 
.words were uttered filled with tears the eves 
of the humbled girl.— ''If I can pardon 
myself!" she repeated — *' Jesu A^aria! what 
shall I do to show my contrition?" 

f* In future," said Isiidore, taking her 
hand, in forgiving gentleness, " let the 
Jcnowledge of right conquer the incite- 
ments of curiosity; in future, Yannina, act 

as 
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• ^ 

as though the world's eye beheld your 
cfenduct." . 

'* la future, your words shti II strengthen 
duty," she exclaimed, with emotion ; " I 
will remember them ever, and, when he- 
sitating, recover firniness throujgh your 
example, — Yet," with returning cheerful- 
ness, '^ may. not some blame be attached 
to sex? Curiosity, they say, is inherent m 
woman." * 

'' Had Isidore cast that imputation on 
the fairest of Nature's worta," remarked 
Huberto, *' you, Vannina, would have en- 
tered the lists t6 have proclaimed thek' 
justification." 

" Well, be the error a^Ione my own," she 
replied ; '' I will not seek palliation, in 
quoting the prejudice of opinion/' 

Vannina had scarcely quitted the library,, 
when Di Rinaldini's wish to possess the 
portrait returned. He knew not in what 
words to demand it; yet he knew not how 

k3 " to 
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to resist the desire. Faintly smiling, Isidore 
took it from the, table. Huberto .fancied 
him retreating, and eagerly solicited him 
to stay.*—*' Do you particularly value that 
portrait, • Isidore ? " 

*' Value it. Signer ! it is only my own 
performance." 

" And as such," observed his friend, " in- 
valuable." ^ 

" No, Signer, not to me." 
•' It would be invaluable to me." 
" To you !" repeated the gratified youth. 
" Yes," said Di Rinaldini; '' for in the 
head of Madona, I should cherish the like* 
ness of my friend. Will you give me that 
picture? Not the sensitive delicacy of 
Hemelfridc can be violated by the com* 
pliance,'' for fanc5y will deck you in her 
garb; and^ when I gaze upon it^ I shall alone 
remember Isidore." 



the yototh trembled. 



'' Take 
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" Take it/^ he articulated ; " and be as- 
sured, the heart of Hcmelfride, grateful to 
the preserver of her brother, wo^uld feel no 
inquietude in luiowing him the possessor 
of her resemblance." 



£ 4 CHAR 
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CHAP. III. 



Now it is the dme of Digbr^ 
That the graves^ all gapiog wide> 

Every one lets forth his. sprite. 
In the church>way path to glide. 

Shakespeaae. 

Vannina met Benevento as she retreated 
from the library. Humbled by the con- 
viction of merited reproof, she looked not 
with the wonted superiority of ungracious 
pride ; but even smiled, as the page, paus- 
ing, checked her progress. Love sighed 
to warm the heart of Isidore ; but vanity 
pictured triumph in the persevering ardour 
of Benevento. Until the arrival of the 

pilgrim 
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pi%rim atMontran^o, he had no cause for 
fear: she had interpreted his glances, she 
•bad echoed tack his sighs, n^y, she had 
suffered him, to talk of jheir union, and 
jhad often dweh on the theme, till distrust 
4nd, apprehension .were alike^ silenced: 
now she assiduously shunned him, now she 
laughed art his protestations, and ridiculed 
his pangs., i :. 

• r < t • • f 

, '* Vannina/' he exclaimed, '^Qitjpe our 
meetings wei^ not the sport of accident ;: 
once they were frequent and tender ; once 
they, teemed with confidence and love : bul 

■ 

j .Benevento paused;, he could «crai«;el3r 
breathe: his firmness,* his iiesolution^ va* 
nished in her presence* 

* " . \ 

*' What now?*'^ questil)n€d Vannmj^ 
carelessly^ playing with the* rose in her 

bosom 

» 

•' Alas! no>w," articulated her lover, 

K 3 ** you 
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^' you are so cliiinged^ that I sctece caji 
lenow you." 

*' No, "^js you afe cfcahged, Benevento ; 
you are so foolishly jealous, and so ridicul- 
ously suspicious. St. Benedict preserve usi 
I suppose next yott v^ill suspect my coii- 
fesBor." 

" Suspect ! oh Vannina, but for that ac* 
cursed Isidore, you would not breathe such 
reproaches : I wish he had rolled, down the 
side of the mountain, ere he had come to 
poison you with his flattery !" 

*' Flattery, forsooth!" contemptuously 
Repeated Varinina— '* Tisaproof youdon'^t 
know him^ boy — Isidore always speaks thfe 
truth." 

*' No matter!" dejectedly pronx)unced 
the i>age. *' I sought you, Vannina, to say 
a few words, ere I t " 

'' Speak quickly then, good Benevento/' 
ititerrupting htm, '^ fori am in haste.** 

'' 1 came," faltered the page, and hft 

eyes bent in the deepest melancholy, *' to 

give yc^u^Va^it your vows, to tell you my 

S heart 



lieart hak*Vours no resn^rrtmetit at ymir per- 
^dy, ^nd to say that I will pray for youir 
Imppiness^ in distance/* 

'' In distance ! " echoed Vannina— *' Wesfe 
tae, Benevento, are you going to travel ?** 

*' I am going to quit the Castle/' 



X^annrna started. THfs indeed waS an 
unex^pected st^ : id know that h^t pre^ 
Terence of Isidore had devisbd such ^n tx- 
'pedient, was triuntph 4e her vanity ; hvk 
to Ic>Se one lover, ere she had se<lUi^ the 
other, agreed not 'with 'the policy tff her 
arrangements ; it was an irt^lt. to Tier 
charms; it seemed as though "Ben^fVlfctrto, 
at discretion, possessed the power of throw- 
ing off bis shackles, hnd regainmg hb fiTee* 
doiti* 

" It must rtdlbd/* thbttgbtVatimna; and, 
Wmmoning to her aid a smrle of alluring 
sweetness, ^e asked how 'tong the service 
of the Sign or, and the solitude of thtT 
t]?astle> had become irksonie ? 

eG . * ''The 
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^' TheCastJe is not irksome," repliecl the 
half-gratified, half-alarmed BeneVento; "the 
Signor, too, is the best of masters ; and 
here the happiest hours of my life have 
b^en passed; But you, , Vannina, 'tis you 
who pronpunce my banishment> 'tis you 
who make my former haunts hateful." 

*' Jesu Maria! how can I pronounce 
what would give nfie pain to ^ee effected?'' 
. '^ Give you pain!" exclaimed the de- 
lighted page — " Oh, Vannina, beware what 
you: say!" 

*' Why should ypu doubt me?" 
. ^^ Because I envy the smiles which this 
pHgrim-^ — :\ 



.Vannina,. laughing, placed her hand upon 
the lips of her lover. 

For many dqys,. Benevento was happy, 
because Vannii)a was circumspect : she no 
longer coldly repMlsed his passion, or talked 
of the superior graces of Isidore ; she re- 
turned to all her former practices, she lis- 

' tened 
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ten^e^ to the love ditties af- the page, an^ 
rambled with him in the surro.unding 
forests. But if Isidore smiled, her heart 
throbbed with ffladtiess: bad he deisned 
to plead, Benevento and her promises had 
been forgotten. Such was the state of her 
heart,, such the slender rpliance of her 
lover's happiness, when one evening, latej: 
than, usual, they returned to Montranzo, » 

They had passed their jiccu&tonled bound- 
ary among the mountains; and the calm 
serenity, and the unclouded splendour of 
•a full mpop, had cheated time of its lengthy 
for, not till St.Romuald's clock had chimed 
teii; had they thought of its progress. . 

The quick eye of Vannina, at a distance, 
distinguifilied the graceful forno of Isidore 
on the rampart. — "' If he should see mp 
thus attended," she thought, and that if 
filled her with apprehension. . She paqsed, 
and, withdrawing her arm from Bene- 

vento7 



w*. 



Ten to, proposed retarning Irjr the eastern 
entrance* 

^' Are you not afraid ?" demanded thte 
page. 

** No, not with you/' %vbispered the 
politic Vannina; and shef passed swiftly 
on. But no sboher had she lost sight df 
the rampart than her trourage mrsgavelter'; 
the spirit, in all its terrors^ seemed to stalk 
.Jfciefore her; and the idea of crossing the 
black marble hall filled her 'With dismay. 

*' How^ yo«'ti*enible, Vdntiitia ? onewouM 
think you had isfeen^ ghx>^t.'* 

" The Viyg^h fbrbid !'* Shfe murmuretf, 
as the truant blood receded froni her 
•chieeks. 

'' Let us returti," proposed the page r 
•' in truth, I care "not a second tfihe to en- 
counter the monk.'* * 

" 'Tis you who afe ali-aid," said Vannlna^ 
forcing a laugh ; but "pausrng at the dark- 
ened 



tned portico, ^' Come on, Bcnevenio, I 

will guard you, 

" By our Lady of Loretto ! had you seen 
Ilim, Vannina, methinks you would be less 
<heroic/' 

*^ Would you know hnn again ?" with thfe 
effort of assumed couragei 

*' His figure I shall never Forget ; his face 
was shrouded rn his cowl.*' 

^ Tis strange ! " said Vanning, enterinrg 
•the hall, and pausing as Benevento reeloscd 
the dooT-=^" I wonder he does not keep to 
the Camaldoli cloister!*' 

" Heaven knows the motive f'*^ he as- 
^pirated ; and as his eyes pursuM the isilveir 

« 

Shadow of the moonbeam, he fearfully 
started, for they rested on a figure leaning;: 
against one of the pillai*s. 

'^ 'Tis you who tremble now," said 
Yannina. 

"Holy St. Benedict, I saw it!" faltered 
the page-^*^ There ! there V*^ 

Vannina looked in the direction he 

pointed; 
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pointed ; but the figure; before so distitictty 
visible, was gone. 

'' Idecl^re, Benevento, you start at the 
forms your own fancy conjures. Why^ 
Isidore calls me a coward; what woqld* he 
think you?"' > •- 

" Isidore!" repeated the page; '';was I 
to hear him, he should not find me one/', 

*' It isnlt in fighting- ihat I wpuld boast 
his courage/' said Vapnijia, siniling, '^bul in 
ghosts.- Holy St. Rosalia! why, he no more^ 
fears a ghost than \ fear you/' ^ 

. '' Who tnows," said the page, devoutly 
crossing himself, V bvil he is oxxp of Lucifer's 
iustrumeatsjsent toovertlirow.our faith, an^ 
to tempt us on to destruction?" . , 

" Pshaw! he looks mori? .Ijke Heaven'a 
instrument/' 4in^wered*ya!mina; ''»foa: he 
has courage without bravado, piejy witlv- 
out bigotry^ learning without pedantry, and 
firmness withoiit stoicism. .TIjojugh so hajajjij- 
some, so beautiful, he is as free from self- 

* 

love or co;3cei.t as-: — "^ ^ . . r 

*' Blessi 
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. " Bless me/* intert-upted hfer.compani<yn; 
'* hdw warm you are i|i his praiise! Me- 
thi«ks he needs no abler champion-/'* ' 

"What, relapsing? Ob, fie, fie, BitiCn 
vento!" 

, The hollow sound of a footfall checked 
the light banter of Vannina. 

• " . • ** 

V' The saints guard us!" she ejaculatedj 

and clung- trembling to the arm of her 

Ibver. » 



• • 



'' It approaches ! " faltered the terror- 
struck Benevento, as, with the rapidity of 
fear, they hiiiried.a'crQSs the hall — " Holy 
Heaven!" ifor the ilsunds, becoming more 
distinct, in solemn measured pauses, echoed 
along the pavement. 



They had now reached the centre of the 
hall ; and the moon, before so brilliant^ 
suddenly became shrouded ; an envious 
cloud, passing over its. surface, obscured 
the silver ray which bad lighted thei^mtfa, 

?.n 



« 
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aod involved thcfm in momentary darknesf. 
Still the fbptstieps advanced. Ben even to 
would have proceeded ; but Vannina fek 
as though rivetted to the spot. 

The sound paused^ ^nd a short quick 
breathing succeeded. Vannrna, alive ohly 
to' apprehension^ threw her arms around 
the neck of the page^ and hid her face 
« on his bosom, — '^ Oh ! take me hence I 
take me hence !'" she imiplored ; and then 
she shrieked, for a voice pronounced, 
''Murder!" 

4:hast^ palsied^ she sank upon her 
kr ''es^ for a heavy hand pressed upon her 

shoulder. 

*' Fflnmwa/'- exclaimed the same voice, 
^ Vavmnn, if^evenge the fall of Atklheida--^ 

murdered — foi&oned *' 

. » < ♦ 

And Ihen <he* hand was Tesnoved, anid 
.^ie» die i£6otste|H retreated. 

It 
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It was lon^ cre.lhe terror-struck pair 
arofite from the pavement ; it was longer 
still ere they ventured to look around. 

The moon again gleamed faintly; but 
no object met their eyes: the breeze of 
ifight waved the tattered banners^ and the . 
ebdn mairble threw a death-fraught shade. 

On reaching the extremity of the hall^ 
they passed swiftly down a vaulted passage^ 
smA, flscending a flight of steps^ beheld t3ie 
door which opened to the inhabited part 
of the GaStle. As the benighted traveller, 
wearied with long watching, and exhausted 
by fatigue, hails the friendly shelter of 
hospitality, so did Benevento and Vannina 

* rejoiije at the gladdening prospect of sct 

Curity. But, alas! the door resisted their 
united efforts ; itwassfecured on the out- 
side; it >heok beneath f heir pressure, but 
it yielded not to their strength. Vannina^ 

I . desponding, drooping, hid her face in her 
hands, and reclined against the wafl ; while 

Benevento^ 



ft- 
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Benevento/ exerting all his powers, called 
loudly for assistance. But 4iis voices lost 
in distance, returned no echo'bUt his- own; 
and, reduced to the dreaded alternative of 
either retracing the ftall, 'or ascending the 
festern tiirre^, passing tlirdirgh the;picture-- 
gallery, and crossitrg the very passage whichr 
led to the subierraneaHj he fearfully en*! 
treated Vannina to determine. 



I . 



'' Jesii Maria!" she sobbed, ." I .dartfi 

not enter the hall^rl dare nQt.> cross Ibe 

pa»s?se/' ; t : / ' . ■ 

'^ Then must we stay h^ere/' sard Bene- 

vento. 

: , ''Then' must I die/' Concluded the weep-. 
i;9ggirl,' - . 

-'' Xiw,"' said/a. low holjow voice, ''and 
bring to Ught a deed of howor. 'Tis the 
accusing spirit of Adelhdda, bids you revenge 
her murder. The trial approaches ; the test 
of gidiU must be proved*. Vannina^ in tJie 
^^li ofjmtice, you, mu^t- give [your exidmee^ 
and convict the mwd^rer !*' 

Vannina 



» 

. Vannina b^s^r^j Ii^i more : a stiffening 
Iborror pcFAfaded, J>^ j^f 2|f J„ and s;tretched 

^her lifM^-mAheip^gp^Ki JLove baiiished 

f^ar frdm/A>t Wii>ctlPt Benf yento : he heard 

the dying echo of retreating steps^ but he 

started not ; V^nniha occupied every idea, 

iilkd ^Y^ay^tho^glffi ^\t^ tepder appreben- 

jsiaQM Iiie.f^isi^i^r fn;h4s arms, he called 

'iijpon her) ii^pie.; but, phe answered not, 

^fi\\e hejrrd ,birn not ; a clay-cold damp hung 

^(pon iyer forehead, and her arm§, stiffened, 

powerltjss, hupg listlesis^at her -side. 



J ,' . t It • » J a ' / ^ i 



In the terror-stricken fancy of the page, 
the iron hand of death had already sealed 
the eyes of his belo^ed^ ha(j[.;already be- 
queted pp the ricJi trea;sur.e oCihis hopes. 
— '^ Holy. Virgin f':' he artjciilated', a^dhis. 
tears streamed upon the pallid cheeks of 
Vannina. 



1 : 



. ; Spddenly,, recoHe^tipi^j :Uke. a ray^^Qf 
beaven-born lightj darted athwart his l)rain, 
and pictured the possibility of exertion yet 



averting 
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averting the tlirefltened fiat ol fate.- — " Yes, 
she may, she wUl be saved!'* he exclaimed, 
as, with the elasticity Of ne<W-born hope, 
be liud her gently on- the fiooi^ atid sprung 
upon his feet. 

Swift as a bird h* Bew down the pas- 
sage, ascend^ the turret-staircase, passed 
through jhe gallery, nor cast one glance 
of fear towards the subterranean. Vannina 
dying was the goading spur to exertion ; 
and had' the spectre-monk himself barred 
his passage, he could scarce have daunted 
his ardour. 

He paused not till he gained the pre- 
sence of Di Rinaldini, nor then> biit a su£- 
ficient thne to explain the situation of the 
sufferer, and to. solicit assistance. 

The fainting form of Vannina was quickly 
conveyed to her apartment ; but long was 
it ere she gave signs of returning life, lotyg 
was it ere she recognised surrounding ob- 

jects. 
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}tc% or felt herself in safl^ty. ^ Bot eve« 
then^ the murmur of gratitude^ the smile 
of joy; was transient ; alive to the terrors 
ef fancy, jind weakened by die long lapse 
of animfttion, deKriiim seized her beaiDy 
and the whole night ^through, between the 
broken starts dP slu^iher> she raved upon 
the spectre/ and uttered the most wild and 
incoherent plaints ; she talked of a trial, of 
judgment, of murder; spoke of the pale 
ghost of ^the. Lady Adelbeida; said that 
Heaven had appointed her its instrument 
of retribution, and that the blood of the 
innocent must be avenged. 

A few days were sufficient to restore the 
unhappy girl to health ; but whole weelus 
dissipated not the gloom which: an incideai 
so awful and so mysterious had created^ 

Every member of the household had be- 
come infected ; the; story had passed from 
mouth to mouth, and the darkest surmises 

were 



»»-• 
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ivere whispered, the inost let'rifying- pre- 
sages ajipreheiided. . ? ^ ' 






'. ' Isidore^ still an infidel/ stemmed the tor* 
rent of opinion; be would . listen, to the 
superstitious flights of Vannina, but ever 
conclude wiith his lohg^imbibed decisioh of 
treachery: — '^ 'Tis no ghost/* hfe would 
exclaim — '^no, 'tis the malice of the devil, 
animating mortal mould/' * 

i ''' Alas! I tremble for you/' would re- 
ply Vannina ; "your scepticism will ..yet 
draw, down the horrors of eternal wrath : 
in this world, your hopes will be defeated'; 

and in the next •" a 

r^^ In this world,^my hopes are defeated/' 
interrupting her, " are -overthrown, are 
ijnraolatcd ; but for the next/' with a smile 
of sweet, security, *' for the next, Vannina, 
I feel no terrors." 

;'M'he saints guard .us 4*' aspirated Van- 
nina ; " but metliinks prteuthption and- in- 
fidelity :hath ireason tOifear. 



i 



•lam 
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" I am not presumptuous/* eagerly ex- 
claimed the youtli — '* I ara no infidel. You 
mistake mv character. I know, I reverence 
the tenets of Christiatiity ; but I fall not 
into the ready sn^re spread to entrap the 
ignolrant." 

" The ignorant!'* petulantly muttered 
Vannina. 

*' Pardon me — the bigoted/' rejoined 
Isidore; '' While in peace I can lay my 
head on my pillow, while my conscience 
acquits me of intentional evil, and my heart 
throbs with charity and goodwill towards 
my fellow-creatures, surely 1 may picture 
futurity without dread." 

" I too can question the secret Meritor 
of my actions," she replied; ''but 1 cari^ 
not brave the powers of darkness." 

*' Brave them!" repeated the pilgrim; 
*' no, Vannina ; Heaven forbid that I should 
place such Confidence^in my own strength-! 
I pray the Virgin to enable me to resist 
temptation, and all the train of attendant- 
evils; but to brave " 

VOL. in. F *' Why 
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^^ Why then/' interrupting him, *^ persist 
ill a disbelief of spirits? I suppose^ if, 
rising from the tomb, it had told you to 
live, and bring to light a deed of horror \- 
if it had called itself the accusing spirit of 
Adelheida, and fixed on you to avenge her 
murder;- if it had told you the trial ap- 
proached, the test of guilt must be proved, 
and, in the hall of justice, you n^ust give 
evidence, and cpnvict the murderer, yOu 
would still persist in affirming it a counter- 
feit/' 

'' Did the voice say so?" questioned her 
attentive auditor. 

*' The spectre saFd so,'' replied Van nina. 

" Be it so, my good girl ; but what could 
it mean? who could it accuse? who could 
it convict?" 

" St. Benedict preserve us! how should 
I know? Mother of God ! I asked no so- 
lution. Time will unrayel the mystery, and 
place the burden of guilt on the right 
tihoulders/* 

•' Then 
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^ Then you think the Signora Adelhelda 
was murdered ?'* 

Vannina trembled^ breathed an ace Maria, 
and hid her face in her hands* 

*^ Did she die by the dagger*s point/* 
importuned Isidore^ " or by— •** 

*' The spectre pronounced poison,'* fal- 
tered Vannina, and then again she paused. 

'' Who could administer the dose ? who. 
could infuse the deadly bane of life?'' 
demanded' the pilgrim — '' Guarded by the 
sheltering arms of a husband's lowi^, how 
could malice, how could . revenger gain 
entry?" . ' 

'' I believe it not; but some say the 
Signor knows more of the story than the 
world supposes." 

• ■• 

Vannina spoke in a whisper; but the 
soul of her hearer imbibed every sentence: 
bis mind seemed labouring with some new, 

r 3 some 
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some pressing matter— "Curse Biml curse 
him !*' he ejaculated. 

'' Curse who?" asked the astonished girl 
— « curse the Sighor?'* 

'' Oh no, no/' resumed the youth ; "may 
Heaven multiply his blessings! may peace, 
may honour, may safety, may smiling con- 
tent, unrhnided joy, and never-failing 
prosperity, hover around hfe dwelling! may 
his nights be traliquil> calm as his purb 
thoughts! may his days, his life, be as the 
cloudless ray of summer! and should ^ime, 
should destiny, heal his griefs, and crown 
him with another lovie, grant. Omniscient 
Father, that long, long years of felicity be 
his portion! Oh! teach her to know the 
blessing of her It>t; insph-e her with the 
sweety sympathies of affection ; teach her 
to lighten the bdndage of existence — teach 
her, like the smiling cherub Comfort, to 
glean all his cares, to be a raiser of her 

own!'* 

** Who then would you curse?" de- 
manded Vannina. - 

The 



' 
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Tlie pilgrim raised bis tear*fraught eyes 
to Heaven— "I would curse," hc^ exclaimed, 
an4 bis voice, frx>m thetremulous emotion 
of tenderness, gradually swelled into power 
— •' I would curse the enemy of Di Rinal- 
^ini!s honour, the secret f6e of Di Rinal- 
diiji's repose — yes, may the barbed arrow 
of revenge recoil upon the designer! may 
reproach and infamy overthrow bis machi* 
nations ! may remorse^ horror, despair, 
condemnation, gnaw his guilty souU and 
lurn him to i:epentance I" 

; Vannina suffered the pilgrim to depart^ 
without essaying to change his opinion: 
confirmed in her own, she pitied the blind- 
ness she could not remove^ and alone* 
trusted to time and circmnstapces to work 
conviction. > , • 

• • » . # 

Isidore, alike firm in his decisions, felt all 
his former suspicions return with encre»s- 
ing force. The incident which had spread . 
terror and dismay throughout jthe house- 

F 3 . hold> 
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hold, he hailed as a prelude, not fo soper- 
riatural, but to mortal violence : he felt a 
never-slumbering presentiment, that the 
safety of his friend was threatened, and 
wished, yet knew not how, to warn hini of 
his danger; yet, unable to substantiate a 
plea stronger than surmise, how could he 
act? what could he affirm? to talk of 
impending evil, when the very shadow 
could not be descried, to lirge flight, when 
the motive was ideal, woiild bespeak him 
the slave of weak and pusillanimous appre- 
hension. He knew Huberto, in the in- 
dulgence* of mekncholy, had ihsiensibly 
imbibed a tintture of superstition ; he 
knew he would nojt second the design of 
sifting the mystery to its foundation. The 
domestics were too credulous to aid him ; 
and alone, no project could succeed.— ^** It 
is to Providence the event must be left,*' 
he mournfully concluded'; '' time will uri- 
ravel the web of destiny^ ^nd proclaim the 
cause of innocence.^* • . 



\ 
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CHAP. IV. 



What meant 
This sudden chillness, sadd*nixi|; round nay hetrt^ 
In sbortj faint flutt*nn2;s, never felt before? 
Ah! fatal residence ! From the first hour 
These waits became my dweUmg, 
Each diff'rent moment brought some diflTrent patn. 

AL2IKA. i 

Hah! what art thoii?. ' - * ' 

Art thou sobstantial in thy form, or air? . ~ "! 

Dost thoo glitter to betray? Aye ; I feel « > 

Thy sharpen'd point, atyf press thee in m^ grasp. 
The flitting shade is tangible as thou ! 
I will drag it forth, e'en from the centre. 
And pursue it, tho* it lead to hell. 

For several days the gloomy stillness of 
Montranzo was undisturbed ; the hours of 

F 4 niidnia[ht 
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midnight rolled suddenly away^ and no 
death-fraught sounds^ no mysterious ap- 
pearances, agitated the hearts of its in- 
habitants, 

m 

Di Rinaldini mechanically pursued the 
solitary monotony of his life, and wore out 
his hours in contemplation, in visiting the 
canon of St. Romuald, and in rambling 
among the Appennines. 

Isidore, brooding over the quick succes- 
sion of almost shapeless ideas which floated 
in his braii;!, .ixiused over the past, and 
trembled at the future. A barren waste 
seemed to spread itself before him — a de- 
solation so cheerless, t4iarhumanity, shud- 
dering, recoiled from the view. Tis true, 
memory crouded not the past with broken 
vows, disappointed hopes, or mourning 
friends ; but the present,, alas! the present, 
was fraught with the acute stiixg of self- 
accusation.— "Patience c;ani>ot assuage my 
anguish,"' he would exclaim, '' fortitude 

cannot 
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c^ihot s^rmoun/;^ f^i^ht jcaiinot remove the 
hidden causey /^h^ no, no! In my heart's 
cpre It is buried ^ there, to the latest mo- 
ments of existence, .will it linger, and the 
last pang of memiory will it corrode/' 

" Jesu Maria ! what a cheerless prospect ! ", 
said Vannina> who had caligbt the last ^sen- 
tence as she stole softly to jbis s}de.— ^ 
'* Come, unburden your grief; let not 
smothered woe cramp the enei'gy of Ufe. 
Surely some secret sorrow^ some direful 
tale,, oppresses a heart worthy of the purest 
jo^f.., : Al^H?; ine your confic^nte,^. Isidore : 
ijt j$ true I am young, byt, if not an adviser^ 
I may prove a consoler." 

" jA conspler !*' repeated the yonfh^ vainly 
struggling with .his tears; '' ?i)as! 'tis an 
<^fi^pe wbic^; clai^ no in^enjc^4n a case 
lijtemine." . . ^ - ; 

'^ Tis an oi&ce whose extent you^ know* 
1X0%'' eagei;ly rejoined Vannina — *' Holy 
Virgin !" gazing on his face, and forgetting 
Benevento, and her promises^ " Isidore, 

F 5 I will 
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I will be faithful^ I will be secret. Give 
me your griefs, give me the tale of 'your' 
sorrows: t Will pity, I will sympathize, I 
will comfort you." 

*' Kind, excellent, tender Vannina !'* 
answered the youth ; *^ trust me, my heart 
aclcnowltdges your goodness.** 

'* Your hteaf^t ! '\ tremulously repeated the 
gratified girl. 

" Yes, my heart, though goaded with the 
racking tortures of calamity, still has room 
for gratitude." ' ^ 

Vannina^^fdrced a smile.— *-"^ Why then,*** 
she resunVedV *** restrain its impulsed Wh6nt 
1 am sorrowful, Isidore," taking his hand,: 
and looking with bewitching softness' m fiis 
farfe; ^' thc^syhipathy of afrierid is a grate-* 
ful reliertd my feelings*. There ife no wound 
beyond the reach of alleviation. 1 have 
heard the Lady Abbess of Corpus Domini 
s'ny. The discTase and t^e cure come from ther 
$ame*hand/* *" - -^ .. t. j , 



<, 
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She pan^d for an answer ; bijt Isidore 
was silent : he stood with his hanxis clasped, 
and' his eyes fixed on Heaven. ' 

• ■ 

*' Do not tigh so hei^ily/' pursued the. 
loquacious comfort^r^ ^* time will blunt 
the keenest edge of sorrow^ and tarn the 
sound of mournirig info joy.' Come, quit 
this window, ib prospect is so melancholy 
and so desolate : I wish you would occupy 
some other chamber. This turret is, as 
it Were, shwt out irofn the world ; and the 
rotk that faces it is so black and so gloomy. 
If I was the Signer, I wonld cut down4yon 
grove of cypress ; and a& for the weeping 
birch and- " 

" Cut it down, Vanninaf — Oh nof that 
grove of cypress, that spot, seems formed 
for solitary delight : for -whole houi^doJ 
gaze upon it, do I watch the tall heads of 
the pines and cedars that wave upon the 
mountain. It is a romantic idea; but as I 
Kiew them bending to the breeze, methinka 

» G >t 
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it is as the being combating the gale of 
iDisfortune; it is " 

'' True," eagerly interrupted Vannina ; 
" and, trust me, the pious heart will brave 
many as rough a tug, ere it be discomfited." 

^' The sense of feeling/* observed the 

youth, " is " 

. '' I know it, I know it,'* again interrupted 
his companion ;^' it is a selfish sorrowful 
indulgence, which feeds the languor of 
melancholy, and courts the stillness of se- 
clusion. Do forget it, Isidore; do drown 
it in the 'powers of harmony ;" and she 
took his lute from the table, and held it 
towards him. 

'^ Harmony will not heal the sickness of 
the heart," said Isidore, faintly smiling. 

" It will sooth the agitation of the spirits 
flhough," rejoined Vatinina. 






The pilgrim took the instrun)ent, and,- 
with a fremulobiS (inger, swepl the strings. 

" Oh i 



/ 
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*' Oh ! how sweet it is to hear you ^me- 
thinks I could listen for ever," whispered 
Vannina, rising, and softlj opening the 
casement. 

The youth paused. 

'^ 'Tis only that the sounds may extend, 
Isidore. Should the Signor be walking on 
the rampart, he will thank hie." 

'' The Signor !" exclaimed Isidore; '' does 
t' e Signor like my music?" 

" Is it possible to hear, and not like it?"- 
asked Vannina. 

*' But the Signor?" murmured the youth, 
looking eagerly in her face. 

'' Oh! for whole hours he will stand be- 
neath the turret ; and so do I too, Isidore ; 
and there's Benevento, and Ludovico, ^nd 
Cyril, nay, all the men and maids in the 
Castle, crowd to the foot of the * staircase, 
when you are singing ; and they say — r^ 
fthall I tell you what they say?" 

"I care not," replied the pilgrim, 

5 ''They 
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*' They say, their lives on it, you are in 

disguise.** 

'* In disguise!" starting. 

'' They say/' she continued, regardless 
of his emotion, " that you must be a min- 
strel, and no pilgrim." 

'' Is that all ?*' said the youth, and in a 
lively measure he touched the strings of 
the instrument. 

Breathless, Vannina listened. At length 
he ceased ; the spell seemed dissolved ; the 
vibration died away. 

■' They say," resumed Vannina, eagjer to 
divulge the suggestions of the servants^ 
" that you have fallen in love with some 
gfiffat lady, and that her husband, suspecting 
your passion " 

** Drove me from the Castle," concluded 
Isidore, with an effort at gaiety, ** and corn- 
pels me to sing my plaints to the woods^ 
and winds." 

" Heaven help him, and well he mrght," 

artlessly 



artlessly ejaculated Vannina, " for I atn sure 
there was^ danger. •* ' i - .j * 

^' Danger!*' repeated the pilgrim. 

'' Why, yes/' rejoined the blushing girl, 
'^ for Benevento savs, if he believed in 
\vitchcraft, he should conclude us all spell- 
bound, for — for " hesitating'. 

•'PorSvfiat, Vannina?**' 

" For/' blushing, and burying her face 
on her bosom, " the Siffnor himself never 
krfeW Comfort till you came to Montranro.' 



Ifeidorie fixed his eyes attentively on the 
speaker. 



rc 



It was but last night," she contirtwcd' 
I heard him say you had soothed a 
wbundcd heart. And then there 's^ the pic- 
ture of your sister f he has hnng ft up \fk 
his librar)' ; and many and oft's the time, 
that hrs eyes, wandering from the open 
page^ fix upon it. The saints -guard us, lie 
dills' if friendship'; but I," significantly 



smiling, •' I call it love.'* 



'* Love ! 
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" Love ! God of Heaven 1" ejaculated 
Isidore, and he placed the lute upoa,the 
table. 

*' By the mass! HemelfrMe must be a 
beautiful creature!" pursued Vannina, un- 
mindful of the interruption; '" and me- 
thinks 'twould do the Sis^nor di Binaldinj's 
feelings no violence to save her froin the 
veil."' 

* ■ < i • 

Isidore clung to the back of his <;hair,; 
for a moment he seemed lost in thought; 
swidenly startin,g> "Vanninja/' he i^uired, 
" do you imagine the Signora Adelheida's 
image is effaced from the memory of the 
■Sigpor?" , .' ;. ^ 

. ** pertainly not effaced," archly replied 
Vannina ; " but since he has possessed .the 
picture of Hemelfride, his visits to the pic- 
ture pf the Lady Adelheida have been^ess? 
frequent. Perhaps it is because she is sa 
lit^ yoti^ Isidore. — I yihh you would bring 
her to the Castle* Does she play ojn \h^ 
lute?" ... 

She 
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'' She learned to play at Corpas Domini/* 
replied the youth. 

*' Ah ! but th^re she could only play 
hymns and psalms/' said Vannina : '' I am 
sure, if she was to warble one of your love- 
ditties, the Signor would be transported. 
Can't you teach a love-ditty, Isid9re?'^ 

" Me, Vannina!" hesitating — '' I — I — I 
fear '* 

*' What can you possibly fear?" 

^' Nothing — nothing, fQ;y good girl. But 
does the Signor," averting bis eyes, '^ so 
often visit the picture of Hemelfride?" 

'' Yes ; but remember it is under the 
plea of its reminding him of you. Once I 
hinted my thoughts " 

*' Your thoughts!" eagerly; '* what are 
your thoughts?" 

'' Once I told him, if the port.ra.it had 
been decked in a pilgrim's garb, his gaze 
would not be so long or so ardent."- - 

" Holy Virgin ! and what did he say?" 

*' He. made no answer ; but for three 
whole days he banished himself the library." 

" Nay," 
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'* Nay," in a tone of unusual impatience^ 
'* 'twas you who banished him the library." 

" Me, Isidore ? — Oh no f Jealous of her 
prerogative, it was the image of the Signora 
that rose in reproach against him, for he" 
cannot love Hemelfride, without falsifvinc; 
his vows to her."^ 

*' Surely her* death dissolved those 

« 

vows?" 

'' Yes, I should conceive so ; but as we 
know it possible for her spectre to return 
to its former haunts, surely we may think 
it possible for it to remember what passed 
in h^r life. We know not what passions 
^e carry with iis in/o the other world* 
If you had heard him, a thousand and a 
thousand times, swear to live for her, and 
her alone, you too might be staggered." 

*' Passion," mournfully observed the 
pilgrim, " passes not, the verge of this 
world: it dies with the flesh; itascendsnot 
with the spirit." 

" I care not to dispute the point with 
youj" said Vannina — '' I only know, that 

amid&t 
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t 
amidst all the sufferings of tire Lady Adel- 

heida, the sharpest pang of death seemed 

her separation from the Signer. Alas! if 

you had seen him hanging over her, if 

you had seen the, agony depicted in his 

countenance, you never would have lost 

the impression. To my dying day I shall 

hear her shrieks, and see her contortions : 

and then ihe Signor^ he was thfe tenderest 

lover, the fondest htisband ; he did so dote, 

I verily believe he envied the breeze that 

kissed her cheek: she seemed to comprise 

w 

his very existence. And her poor father, 
the Conte Alveranr, he flew about theGastle, 
like one dfistracted! Oh, it was such' a 
scene! if it had not been for Father Bra- 
zilio — But what a fueling heart you have, 
Isidore!" checking herself; *' how ybit 
weep!" Well • may thd Signor say there is' 
comfort' in your sympathy.'* 

'* Leave me, Vannina," murmured the* 
youth ; '^ dear,- dear Vannina, leave me." * 

" Leave you in aflflictibn ! would you re- 
proach me, Isidore?'*' • * • 

" Heaven 
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'^ Heaven forbid! No, my too attentive 
friend, when I solicit, when I implore you 
to leave me, it is in the hope that reflection 
may restore me to calmness." 

*' Is reflection necessary to suppress the 
sorrow which the sufferings of another have 
excited ?" demanded Vannina, and she flxed 
on him a look of suspicious import. — *' One 
w;ou]d suppose your tears flowed from a 
nearer interest than compassion/' 

'^ My tears were ever the little all I could 
offer to misery," replied Isidore : '^ thinkr 
then, when the claim is strengthened by gra-' 
titude, is solicited by friendship, how near, 
bow dear. a. sympathy it must excite! *Ti« 
true, I knew not theSignoraAdelheida ; but 
her fate I lament, her wqes I compassionate. 

TheSignor di Rinaldini '' his voice fal- 

tered — '' Adelheida is at rest, and still he^ 
suffers; Adelheida slumbers in the grave^ 
but. he is a stranger to peace ; his prospects 
desolate, his hopes blasted, exposed to the 
wily machinations of an inveterate. exiemy, 
and suspected by his awn domestics. Ah ! 

where 
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n^here is a fate mtre bitter?" clakping his 
hands^ and raising hi^ streaming eyes to 
Hearen. 

Winriina again whispered composure*; 
but Isidore Was absorbed in his' own ideas: 
hh feattirss marked the quick succession 
which floated' in his brain. Vannina de- 
cyphered not their expression ; lost in 
wonder, she gazed upon the pilgrim, 

amazed at a strength of compassion, she 

• • • 

thought human nature could not feel. 

''Fa their of Heaven ! " he articulated, for- 
getful of observation, " can it be possible, 
can the heart of man " 

Suddenly he paused, suddenly he re- 
membered Vannina, and, with forced calm- 
ness, once more b4?sought her to leave him 
— *' When ray niind is more tranquil^ when 
my tears hafvi^ censed t^ flow—'" 

But Vannina was gone^ the turret was 

deserted: 
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deserted : alone^ he could indulge in the 
luxury of grief; he could vision the de- 
lights of a world where friendship's pure 
flame glowed unalloyed, where love, sa- 
cred, hallowed, freed from disappointment 
and from w<?e, threatened not its votary 
with destruction. Forms the niost seraphic 
seemed to hover around him, sensations pf 
the purest transport palpitated his heart, 
and glowed upon his cheek : but short 
was the illusion ; it faded, it vafiisbed, it 
died away : — that world was the phantom 
of imagination, that world existed :but in 
idea; reality's barren prospect returned^ 
. and 

" Grief, whelming grief, drown*d atl Mr fkcuUies, 
And Ifjl him nought but tears/' 

During the day, the abstracted melancholy 
of Di Rinaldini appeared to have returned; 
he spoke seldom, shunned even the society 
of Isidore, and at night early retired to his 
chamber. 
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** Ah, mistaken inference!" thought the 
pilgrim.— '*^ The portrait of Hemelfridc 
cheats him not of on« single sigh. Love 
cannot be subverted— never, never; when 
once the fire is kindled, when once the 

* 

soul is enslaved, time nor reason, force nor 
subterfuge, can efface the passion. Adel- 
beida lives in his mind; the powers of 
fancy restore her io his arms, and the 
powers of fancy outstep the limitations 
even of death.'% 

- < • 

Lost in thought, he leant against the 
casement: the hours of night passed un- 
lieeded, the midnight bell had tolled; yet 
still he retained his station. His mind was 
a prey to melancholy ; perhaps its sickly 
tint jaundiced surrounding objects, for, 
ever and anon, he fancied he traced a 
passing shadow flitting beneath the battle- 
ments; nay, in the shrill, whistling of th^p 
blast, he picture^ discordant voices, and 
often started, with an apprehension before 
unfelt.—r^^ What do I fear?" he ejaculated, 

casting^ 



120 Bl MONTRANiO. 

casting an assured look. around the cham- 
ber — " 'Tis for the guilty to tremble; the 
innocent, in their hearts, possess a safe- 
guard. ' God of nature,", again turning to 
the casement, and tracing in the intervals 
of light, which a clouded moon partially- 
emitted, the dark vapours which hung on 
the sides of the mountains, '* sublimed, en- 
tranced, I behold thy works, till admiration, 
wonder, awe^ swell into being, and pic- 
ture thy immensity; and my insignificance* 
Ah ! where, but in thy promises, but in the 
eternal life of thy mercy, lies the healing 
balm for sorrow? where the consolation 
for human ills? where the panacea* for tem- 
poral evils ?"- 

A deep sigh reached his ear : it was not 
the coinage of his own creation, it was no 
illusion. *The sound lingered, it filled the 
chamber; horror chilled his blood, and 
every faculty of his mind was suspended. 
Pale, fainting, he sank upon a chair, and, 
as his eyes wildly wandered around, the 

sickly 
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"sickly lamp burned dimly in the socket. 
The very echo of his own quick breathing 
filled him with dismay. For many minutes 
all continued stilly save the encreasing vio- 
lence of the wind« which seemed^ in sullen 
gusts, to shake the fabric. 

Ashamed of his weakness, blushing at his 
idle terrors, he drew his chair near the 
table, trimmed the lamp, and sought, by a 
book, to change the current of his ideas ; 
but the page was dull, was uninteresting — 
at least for him it possessed no charms. Dis- 
satisfied, he threw it aside, and reclined his 
head upon his arm : his mind revolved the 
expiring ag(>nies of Adelheida, and the 
mystic horrors of the Castle; the ambigu- 
ous surmises of Vannina returned in full 
forced— *' Injured sufferer!" he articulated, 
^^ what is my fate to thine ! Murdered iu 
the moment of happiness— murdered! and, 
by whom — Blessed Mary!" for a hollow 
sob echoed through the apartment. 
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Again fancy peopled the fantastu sha- 
cTgws of fear, and Isidore impulsixelv hid 
his face in his hands. But the rejon of 
terror was transient ; Kcason regained her 
powers: he rose from his chair ; he atten- 
tfvelv examined the chamber, secured the 
door, and lifted up his soul in prayer. 
Calmed, elevated, his heart no longer throb- 
bed in tumultuous apprehension, his eye 
no longer wandered in superstitious dread; 
he felt relieved, he felt assured of safety, 
whence all safety flows; and., leaving the 
lamp still burning, he retired to his bed. 

s 

7 

Repose, wafted on the pure^ving of con- 
scious innocence, weighed down hiseje- 
lids; but imagination, long upon the rack^ 
partook not of the body's stillness. Trans- 
ju)rfed into the airy regionsof .ideal fantasy, 
1 o found himself wandering ^lone ihrougb 
dark and unknown passages, groping 
«'){:ainst walls mildewed with unwholesome 
c*:!mps, and stumbling over the uncarvcd 
stcnes of new-wade graves. Suddenly a 

voice. 
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voice, shrill and deep, forbade hira to pro- 
ceed; a form, -shrouded in the habilimenls^ 
of death, checked his progress. One 
skeleton hand guided a lamp, the other 
vfvts extended towardis him. In silence he 
followed. The trembling flame burned 
dimly, and the misty form of the guide 
was scarcely visible. It paused beneath a 
low arch; it pointed to an iron grating, 
and articulated, " Go not in, for the scen^ 
is murder — go ^ not in, for the tax is 
death.*' 

« 



While vet he stood irresolute, with a 
noise like thunder, the barrier disappeared ; 
it sank, it vanished, and the interior bui-st 
to view. 

It Was a lofty melancholy chamber, hung 
with black, and lighted by wax tapers; in 
the centre, beneath a canopy, was placed 
a coffin ; the pall swept the earth, and, as 
he approached, the sable plume of the 

G 2 canopy 
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canopy waved li«;h(ly to and fro. An in- 
visible hand raised the paH ; he Jeant to^T 
ward^ he looked fearfuUy upon the Vid> — he 
read the nanie or AclflJmda ; and inslantJy, 
M^ith the inconsistency of a dreanij, th^ 
coffin and the lights vanishedi^ 

A yawning gulph i^cmpined ,r a heavy 
han^^pressed upon his; he turr^ed, and fee-"- 
held th^ fleshless head of iDfiath behind 
Kim. He started ; th^ hand, grasped his 
more firmly ; the shroud opened ; as*a jight 
cloudy it seemed to envelop him ; he strug- 
gled for freedom, but he struggled in vain; 
an exclamation of horror burst .from his 
burning lips, and, as he reached the chasm, 
the spectre s^eemed to totter on its brink. 
Gradually it sunk, gradually it dragged him 
downwards: the sensation was too agoniz- 
ing for endurance : by a desperate cffert^ 
^he shackles of sleep were severed ; bur, 
fls the dream vanished, as the powers of 
recollection returned, as he unclosed hisi 

eyes 



DI MONtRANZO* 125 

^yes to convince himself the illiisron was 
past, he caught the glimpse of a figure 

f ee^ding from the side of the bed. 

« * 

Me smarted erect. The lamp was fasit 
wasting; yet its yeljow gleam shone upon 
the noiseless step of the intruder, sufficient 
fo d'iisclosc the ^ark outline of the form, 
ft fcrctesed the chamber, and, in a low recess, 
opposite the bed, it disappeared. 

.r 

Tn the irtstant that the piercing eye of 
UiA6re l^o^'the tract of its footsteps, in the 
instant that it seemed to melt, as it were, 
into, air; something heavy dropped upon 
the floor; it rolled for a moment, and then, 
with a quick and fegukir motion, the sound 

di^d away. ' 

•• ■ - . • ■ • 

, i' 

The heart of the youth bent high; hi» 
sleejjihg and his waking visions seemed 
^ne; each moment he expected to see the 
cbffirt of Adelheida rise to view, to feel the 
play-cold touch of the spectre, and to be 

G 3 dragged 
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dragged by ft into the abyss. His ey^% 
continued rivetted on the object of alarm : 
it moved not; it sparkled with uncommon 
lustre ; it looked as though it gave not re- 
ceived light from the nearly exhausted flame 
of the lamp. 

With a sudden effort, he sprung from 
the bed ; he stooped ; he grasped the hilt 
of a ddgger: the blade was polished, the 
point sharp. Shuddering he gazed upon 
it — "A dagger!" he articulated^ and the 
thought of murder paralyzed every limb* 
— *' Power supreme f ivas my blood des- 
tined to flow? was it my life he sought? 
did fear mark the coward steps of the 
assassin?'' Defenceless, sleeping, I co.uld not 
have, evaded the blow, I could not have 
resisted. My struggles would have been 
spent in vain, my shrieks could not have 
reacfied the ears of defenders. Oh no! 
alone in this turret, no eye could haVe 
beheld the deed, no tongue coukl have 
told the story :' unappeased, unavenged, 

mjf 
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nYy heart's blood might have flowed, and. 
the eye of suspicion marked not the mur- 
derer. " Merciful Father! thou hast softened 
the heart of guilt ; thou hast blunted^ ia 
mild compassion, the aim of vengeance ; 
thou hast touched with remorse the pol-' 
luted mind of an assassin, and spared mtf 
yet to breathe thy praises! But Hubert© — 
ah, there may the guardian shield of safety 
hover! — Hubcrtol Holy Virgin ! perhaps, 
while yet I linger, danger and death sur- 
rounds thee; perhaps, stealing to thy side, 
a heart more firm, more hardened, may aim 
the blow ; perhaps now thou art bleeding^> 
gasping — horror ! distraction ! perhaps thy 
''pale, cold corse alone awaits me! Ah, 
forbid it. Heaven? i)e mmdful of a life so 
precious! Spare but Huberto ; make hinv 
all your care: 'tis virtue's .self — *tls good- 
^ress, honour, truth, I plead for! — •'That 
sob, that sigh," fearfully pausing — ^" could 
ft have been the effort of expiring nature?* 
could it have been the fingering struggle oF 
existence? could it have been Huberto ?** 

o 4 The 
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The impossibility of the conclusion^ 
arising from the distance from his cham*. 
ber, was not onre remembered; the last, 
struggle, the dying agony of his friend, 
filled every idea, and turned to despaitj 
every thought. . 

" I will away,'* he exclaimed — " duty,^ 
gratitude, urges me to exertion. Di Rinal*- 
dini, if I cannot save, I will^avenge thee! 
Thy foe has armed me: this steel shall 
drink his blood — witness. Heaven, I will 
not rest until I have dragged him from liis 
hiding-place, until I l^ave torn the secret 
enmity from his treacherous heart!" 

With frantic eagerness, hurrying on his 
clothes, and firmly grasping the dagger in 
one hand, and the lamp in the other,, he 
flew from the turret, nor once paused till 
he reached the chamber of Di Rinaldini. 

As he pushed open the door, his agita- 
tion amounted to a height almost terrific ; 

his 



hts kjneesisiQOte liach dber ; bis dark Igpk^ 
himg: ctmordered upon his :fo]:einrad:; hb^ 
cheeks were colourless, and his eyes wildly- 
searching. The short quick breathing of 
tbt9 bHgrrm^ more than the noise of hii& 
eiijtimnjpe, betrayed bin*. 

• • • 

' ■ . '. » •• . '. ■ • 

H^&rto, who, although the dQck had 
struck four, had not yet cOufted r^po^o, 
h^cl tK)t yet reclined his wearied limbs upotv 
hi9CQUc|ii but sat at the table> watthing^the- 
Wasting lamp, in joyless melancholy^, sffkrted 
from his seat. Amazement, apprehension, 
chasi^d tl>e .deep caist of thought, and spoke 
in every feature .-r-'* Isrdore !'* he exclaimed 
-^" pyqphetk ^Heaven ! so pale! so trem* 
bHngl zirmfed with a dagger too! Unhappy 
hoy ! speak — fell nie your errand? why do ^ 
I see you here?" 

" Not dead — ^not murdered !'* faltered 
the livid lips of the youth — " Father, I thank 
thee! he Uvea, he breaithesr" and the ex- 
tretx^e of tumultuptfs joy produced the mosf 
happy^ iffcctr the dagger, the lamp^ drop*- 

c 5 ped 



ISO DI MONTRANZO. 

pcd .from his nerveless hand; he sank ' 
upon : a seat^ and burst into a passion of 
tears. 

Di Rinatdini, ^ho had attributed all to 
the overthrow of reason, to the wild start ' 
of madness, gazed on him in silent com- 
passion ; he hailed his te<)rs as a happy 
harbinger of returning sanity, nor, by a 
word, by a single effort, sought to dry their 
source. But the dagger staggered his con- 
clusion : how to trace it to the hand of 
Isidore, he knew not ; yet, but a moment 
before, had the hand of Isidore grasped it. 
He feared to raise it from the floor, lest 
the action should arouse the attention of 
the weeping boy ; yet, as it lay, his eyes 
rested on the studded brilliants of the hilt, 
and each fresh coming moment produced- 
Xrcsh wonder. 

II was long ere Isidore withdrew his hands 
from his face, it was long ere the heavy 
sobs of sorrow ceased to agitate hisi)OSom/ 

He 
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Hq rose, as though actuated by a sudden 
thought, and moved quickly towards the 
door; but as he approached it, he stumbled 
over the dagger: he shilddered, yet ap- 
peared to gain strength from the sight, 
and, eagerly securing the lock, took it up, 
and placed it on the table.^ — " This dagger 
is substantial," he exclaimed — " it is no vi- 
sionary form, no delusion of the brain/' 

" Substantial !" repeated Huberto, be^ 
lieving his dreaded surmise realized — " Gra- 
cious Providence, what a wreck is here!" 

Isidore, diving at once into bis sus- 
picions, forced a smile, as he said, '' Your 
fears deceive you, my friend. Thank 
Heaven, my mind is collected! It is an 
incident almost unparalleled which has 
given it, for a tnoment, an appearance of 
deningement." And then he recapitulated 
the -event which has already been, detail- 
ed. '^ Fears for yoirr safety," pursued the 
pilgrim, '' led me hither: I dreaded lest 
vengeance should have more than- one 
emissary; I dreaded lest a hand more firm 

06 should 
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should be fated with your destruction. 
Think what were my feelings, as I hurried 
from the turret; what my terrors, as I 
pushed open the door of your apart- 
ment!" 

'' Tender, affectionate, kind Isidore!" 
murmured DiRinaJdini, taking the hand of 
the youth, and pressing it with ardour — 
*' One heart, at least, is interested in my 
welfare." 

" Oh ! thousands would be," he fervently 
exclaimed, ** did they but know your vir- 
tues;" and, timid, trembling, he withdrew 
his. hand. v 

\ 

Huberto's eyes involuntarily turned to 
the portrait of the novice of Corpus Domim^ . 
which had been removed from its former 
station, and a balf-formed wish, breathed 
in a sigh, selected her's of the aumber*^ 
but, checking the incitement '* You returh 
no more to the turret, kidore," he said: 
•'.watchful for your preservation, I must 
not lose sight of you; the remainder of 

the 
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the night you shall rest by my sitte, and 
to-morrow^-—-" 

" The night is far spent," interrupted 
tl|^ you^h ; " day will soon eclipse the 
taper's! feeble blaze. Look in the east, 
Signor; alr> dyis the russet dawn a waken- 
iBg; tlie birds will soon ehirp their matin 
lay. My mind, alas ! is too agitated to 
court repose : do you sleep, and I will 
watch you. This dagger, so mysteriously 
mine, shall find a sheath in its owner's 
* heart,, ere he steal upon your slumbers." 

" Mysteriously indeed," repeated Di 
Rinaldini.; " even now I cannot solve it." 

•* Oh ! I can solve it all," eagerly rejoined 
the youth; '* I can decyphcr the whole of 
the deep, the iniquitous plot. It is the 
disturber of the midnight hour — it is the 
^host who hatints thef Castle who dropped 
this dagger. Armed /with death, he stole 
into the turret; but Fear or conscience con** 
jured a phantom more hideous than, himself; . 
and made the murderer fly." 
, " The ghost!" said Jluberto, . , 

. 5 "The 
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'^ The pretended ghost,"' pursued Isidore, 
" the nocturnal organist, the spectre-monk 
—all, all one. An incorporeal form could 
not have grasped this dagger; it would 
have been as the hand — shadowy. Dis- 
tinctly I saw him retreat aero;" the cham- 
ber : had he been air, he might have 
vanished." 

'' Did he open the door?" demanded Pi 
Rinaldini. 

*' No ; in the recess I lost him. Some 
secret entrance there lies concealed ; to- 
morrow I will search for it. The lamp's 
contracted rays penetrated not thegloofn : 
in the deepened shadow he disappeared ; 
but at the moment I heard the dagger 
fall." 

" 'Tis strange! 'tis doubtful!" exclaimed 
Iluberto, resting his head upon hisNarm. 

" Strange, Til admit, but not dbubtful," 
resumed the pilgrim. '' Playing on a heart 
almost broken, playing on feelings too 
deeply stung to arouse exertion, some wily 
villain has injured the sainted spirit of the 

Lady 
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Lady Adelheida^ by daring' to array her; 
gentleness in the garb ofaccusation* Mark 
mCj if some deep-^laid scheme, somesur-- 
reptitious end, be not in view." 

" Who can be that villain?" asked Di 
Rinaldini, musing — *' To what end can that: 
appertain?'* 

" There lies' the mystery/' answered 
Isidore: '' that, and why my life should 
be sought after, remains to be disco- 
vered/' 

*' Yoiir life, poor boy ! Am I so fatal as 
to involve my' dearest friend? is it be- 
cause T love him the die is cast? God of 
Oninipotehce! my faithful, tender, anxioqs 
Isidore! he who has stolen into my soul^ 
and rifled its keenest sorrows; he who has 
changed the very colour of my being, who, 
in the gloomy desert of despair, has lighted 
the lamp of hope — he to die, he to bleed 
for me ! Oh ! forbid it, all ye hosts of 
Heaven ! forbid it, justice ! forbid it, 
mercy ! In my heart would I hide him, in 
my heart woul^ I shelter him from every 

blas^ 
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biast of calaiDity.— Why do yon titeinble? 
Vihj do you start ? %vhy do you look 80f>ale ? 
why do : you bfeathe such heavy sighs? 
why do you fix yoiir eyes on Heaven ? 
Isidore, fatal was the morn which led you 
to Montranzo, fatal ihe chance which be-' 
gulled you from the path — but fatal, dotibly,. 
doubly fatal my affection !" 

•' Fatal f ^ ejaculated ibe youth — *' oh no t 
Blessed was the chapce which Conducted 
me to this d^<elling, blessed the dawn which 
shone upoii my flight? — Holy Virgin!" 
with a smile of exulting joy, " if 'tii for me 
to save yoii^ if 'tfs for me to avert the aim 

^f murder, then'bless^^d^ for ever blessed, be- 

> 

iriy sufferings!'" 

•* Yotir suffering*,- Isidore! breathe Out 
their source, telliine their amount; be n4>* 
lonj^er a thrifty miser of your sofrows; 
oonfide them to' my bosom^i grani me the 
privilege af friendship." 

"Ah? do not afk mc," fdarfully; "ill' 
pity, I conjurd yott, waste not the pfecioiifr 
moment^^ id 9 xau4>^ w hopleWs». I^et m 

* , ' hasten 
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hasten from Monh*anzo ; let us fly, while 
flight is left us." 

Fly!'* reiterated Huberto. 

Oh yes!" eagerly pursued the.pjigfim 
— '* where but in flight can we find safety ? 
'Tis from the malice of our secret foes i 
would hide you, D>i Rinaldlni: another 
night, bjgneath this gloomy roof, and the 
compact for blood may be sealed. 1 will 
tend your wanderings, I will watch your 
slumbers. Tis true, the canopy of Heaven 
may be your roof, the earth's green bosom 
your resting-place ; but you will be safe:, 
the beasts of the field are more to be trt^sfed 
than man ; we know their instincts; but man 
smiles, while he ponders destruction/* 

" It is a wild project^ my friend," replied 
Huberto.-^" Whither could we turn our 
footsteps? I3 it to the hiding-place of 
Hemelfride you would lead me?" 

The youth started ; his eyes followed the 
direction of Di Rinaldini'a, and rested on 
the portrait of the. novice.' 

) ''Say, 



" Say, is it with your sister yoit vvoni® 
bid me seek repose?" 

" 'Tis with Ilemelfride I would have voir 



seek an asylum," faintly articulated the" 
pilgrim. 

** Cruel Isidore !" he rejoined, " to in- 
volve one so gentle, one so innocent, one" 
so lovely,, in mymisfortu^nes. Ah, surely 
experience should warn^you from a step = 
so dangerous r I loved Adelh^eida, and^he* 
was lost; I iove you, and your life is 
threatened : should I know, should I love' 
Hemelfride, sh^ too will fall a victim. Hide 
her, carefully hide her, from my sight; 
Should I behold her, should I gaze upon* 
her charms, should I forget my sorrows^ 
should I love her, that love wnll be her bane;, 
that love will be deadfy to her peace, as> 
poison to the body/' 

^^ Her BaneV* repeated the trembling^, 
almost convulsed Isidore, in faltering ac- 
cents — " oh no! her heart would cherish,, 
in tl^ preserver of her brother, a friend, a* 
sympathiser in calamity, a fellow-sojourner 
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in mUfortune ; she would " hesitatidgi 

'' she — she But let u$ aWay, Huberto, 

let us away. The gdlclen beams of the 
sun, spangling the dewy fragrance of open- 
ing blossoms, court the enterprise ! Let us 
seek security: by theiow portal, opening 
from the rampart, we can enter the forest j 
and ere the domestics have awakened, ere 
the alarm is spread, be beyond the reach 
of pursuit. Come, Signor, let us.no longer 
linger. — Who knows,*' taking the dagger 
from the table, "but this may have opened 
the pass to liberty ; who knows but through 
the timely discovery of this weapon, we 
may circumvent" the malice of our enemy ?*' 
" Fly !" said Di Rinaldipi, musing, " ami- 
leave him in exulting triumph ! fly, and 
leave an enemy the field ! Perish the 
coward proposal ! — Fly, and breathe the 
t^c'n conviction of guilt!. Perhaps 'tis the 
desired end of his machmaitions, perhaps 
'tis the step he aims at. No, Isidore ; 
sooner would I die than owe l^fe to such a 
proceeding." 

' . ^ The 
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The youth sanTc despondfng on a chttir; 
the dagger still trembled in his grasp, his 
^eyes were still fixed upo« if, and a heavy 
sigh bett*ayed the depression of his sptrils. 

" When t?»e :day is further adt'anced,'* 
continued Dv Risnatdini, **^I wouW remove 
yow from Montrahzo, I would — ^" 

'^ Me, Signor!" inleri-ttpting l)itn, ^ re- 
move me!" 

-''Yes, kidore; for till I know you in 
safety, I shall be a strartger to pe^ce. • Not 
to be the acknowledged sovereign of this 
extensive universe, would I have yon brave 
a repetition of this night's horrors. In the 
Caroaldoli cloister, the arm of vengeance 
.cannot penetrate y to my earHe&t friend, 
me canon, I will confide \0\i ; atid whef>— ''' 

" Holy Heaven !** ejaculated the pHgriiiif, 
snatching with eager haste the hand of 
Huberto, '' what is it vow propose \—r 
Throw roe from your— doogi me to the uti- 
social gloom of religious fanati(;ifim — rer 
move nae from the Castle — bani^ me your. 

presence! 
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pres^nci?! No, HAibeito, no, my cautious^ 
cruel friend/ my solil is incapable of such 
black ingratitude, Ifyoiigo, Igo; if you 
remain, not a thousand nights of tenfold 
niysftery shall drive me from you. No sor- 
row shall you know which I will not de- 
plore, no danger which I wili not sh^re." 



The remaining hours appropriated .to 
repose were passed in this mutual struggle 
for each otH^r'fe . safety ; Di Rinaldinf stre- 
nuously urging the sojourn of Isidore at 
the cofivent Of St.Rqnpual^i and theyoiith 
as eagerly opposing. One moment th€ 
niost subtle reasoning was essayed, the next 
the most powerful persuasions. Huberto, 
supp0rte4 by hohQur/was ^ot tobe sl)aken; 
\ at>() Xsidipr^j/ instigated, by setttimentand 
uffeioiiOt\i \ya$ alike ii^'ul|ierable. 



/ 



Ooce> nature, wearied and exhausted, 
closed; in transient slumber tfaf eyelM^ of 
Di Rin^ildinii Thq pjlgri^» creeping spfily 
to his ^dtj . sustained . Im draopsng bead. 

' upon 
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upon his bosom, and watched hinr with 
guardian care. But short was the suspen^ 
Mon of pain : the terrors of fancy poisoned 
the lapse of action^ and mocked every 
effort at composure. Tears stole down his 
cheeks, and anguished sighs laboured in 
his breast : with a palsied start he threw 
Jiimself from the supporting arms of the 
youth, and, as his eyes unclosed, as they 
wildly fixed upon the dagger, still labour- 
ins: under the delusion, of bis dream — 
" Hold! hold!" he exclaimed — " Monster, 
restrain your arm ! Here, in my heart, ap- 
pease your vengeance ; take my life as a 
ransom for Isidore's." 

Subdued, panting, breathless, yielding to 
the emotion of his feelings, yielding fo the 
thrill of gratitude, which, like a nrginj^ 
stream, carried all before it, the pilgrim 
arose — " TTis alt a dream," he mulrraured — 
•' Huberto, the hand of treachery ho longer* 
^vields the dagger— I am here, I am safe, 
I am snatched from' all danger; but — rti-'Vt 

He 
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He pause J, he shrunk from the warm em- 
"brace of friendship. 

'' But what?" importuned Di Rinaldint, 
following him to the window^ — "incom- 
prehensible ijeing^ say of'^what?" 

The burning cheek of the youth faded^ 
his heart palpitated, as though it would 
^have forced a passage, and scalding tears 
streamed from his eyes. — ^' What have I 
said !" he exclaimed — ^' wretched/wretched 
beino[! what have I betrayed?" 

*' Nothing, save an emotion which fills me 
with ivonder," replied Hubcrto — ** thoughts 
crowd upon each other: as yet, I have all 
to learn." 

" Thank Heaven !" murmured thp youth, 
in a voice scarcely audible — " Think of 
the horrors of this night," after a moment's 
pause, he continued in a firmer tone, '* and 
wonder not at my agitation. In your dream, 
my life was threatened : — to save it, you 
ofl^cred up your own, I saw the generous 

effort. 
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effort, I heard Vour broken sobs; yes, I 
saw — Huberto, question me no more; my 
heart cannot bear it. — Ah, surely," claspin^r 
his hands, " surely upon earth there exists 
not a bliss superior to the soul's gratitude, 
for^benefit^ so unmerited, for magnanimity 
so profound!" 




CHAP- 



. / 






• 



*•■ 



l ^^^^^^ »» H < ^ W ir ■ * i" " * 



CHAP. V» 






SAVkIt 



,k 



Irtleh, oh, ye btessed 'ministers aboV^ 
Keep Ane in patieiiCe ; and, \n ripen'd timt, 

tJnfold ibc evil vrhich is bcie wrapt Up. . 

•- 

SUAXEtPBAtti 

$ 
i • 

^^t ^Sxo^ tint of day had tinged the part*; 
iflg c1pu4^, and dapplied the mi tv bosom 
ef creaitiQT)^ when J>i Rinaldini, concealing 
tjbe fteyrJy-diScoverCid das^ger in his vest, 
aiid|v:e$smg> in parting, the hand of Hiore, 
iq^Hte^ Mpiltl|if9nzp by the Ia\v portal open- 
ing iQ)t<o ^ fpi'^t> and bent his steps to 
St, RiMHW^W. 

*()L. III. tt Musing 



Musing on the incident of the preceding^ 
night, on the conclusions of the pilgrim, 
•and on his own conviction of treachery, 
trembling for the safety of his friend, and 
anxious to devise some method to avert 
the threatened aim of vengeance, he rested 
Jus hopes on the Jcn.own experience, the 
fried affection, the genuine professions of 
the canon, and resolved at once to un- 
tosom his perplexities, and impldte his 
counsel. / 

\ * . • • * 

From tTie earliest years of childhood, in 
the opening dawn of reason, iti the gra- 
dual expansion of intellect, his had been 
the fostering hand which had checked the 
exuberance of passion, had pruned the 
shoots x)f knowledge : ^here had been the 
diflPculty which he had not lightened, where 
the sorro*w m which he had not sympa^ 
thized ? 'Tis true. Father Luitfrido had ever 
avoided visiting Montranzo ; but to ibe 
silent receptacle of Adelheida's ashes, her 
had often beat hh footsteps; often there 
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had he xntt tci/t mourning wido\ver, oftett 
there.had their tears mingled ! 

, . ^ . ; , , . 

Isidore he had ttever seen> because Isidore, 
for some hidden morive, hid never ven- 
tured beyond the rdmpart of the Castle; 
but he had heard from Hiiberto the story of 
bis. difficulties, of his tligbt, and of his grate- 
ful return of affection ; he had heard, that 
a wanderer, that an outcast, that, unfriended 
and alone, in mounting the almost track- 
less passes of the Apennine, in»the naoment 
of inevitable destruction, Pro\idence, in 
Di Rjnaldini, had presented a hand to save; 
fee had hear<l, that the feeling soul of the 
youth kad magriified the service, until its 
{^welling sensations had exceeded every 
4»ther idea, and pictured 4he remainder of 
bis life a slender recompeiice for one simple 
exertion of htiihahity. 

V 

. Astonished at a flight of gratitude so un- 
limited, at a warmth of sentiment so ur* 
common^ he longed to behold the bemg 

H % who 
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tvho had thiis rdinqui^ed every ()arsfiif> 
had thus snapped tiie ties of kindred: and 
when Huberto, ^'arm in the praises of his 
yqiithfoT guest, repaired to h!s tell, with 
painful admiration^ with eaget teisdern^s^ 
he would listen to recitah of mysterious 
import; sometimes condemning the peivi 
severing silence pf Isidore, sometimes pity* 
ing his sorrows, and sometimes almost 
doubting whether the strength of casual 
regard could produce «n attachment so 
fervent. 

He bad jiist retoni«d frdm his moming'n 
devotion> bad just regained the loved re- 
tirement of lvi« cdl, when the appearance 
of Di PinaWinl piit to flight the S^ioiid 
expression of hh r<>ufttefi&itce, ai^ lighted 
it up with the smile of welcome-—^' feless 
you, my son !" he articulated, as^be received 
him to his err brat e — " But Ivberefore,'^ 
looking attentively in hts face, *' do I see 
you thus early ? Speak, my etsteenfied jxmng 
friend^ surely my fears 'misgive me^ or ymnr 

lookft 



looks are pregnant with some weighty 
matter." 

" To you, holy father, I e\'er fly in the 
moment of difficulty/' he>eplied. — ** Ah! 
$urely your tenderness and your Miisdom, 
your admonitions and your lessons, have 
suppKed the want of parents, have sprung 
the mine of feeling: — yes, 'twas you who 
taught nfe to love, 'twas you who moulded 
the opening impulse of infant fancy; *twas 
you who roused my faculties, who animated 
them to an exertion worthy their extent, 
Buitable to. their power; twas you who 
made me what I am — 



%; lire wiiat i am ' ■ ' 



No more,'-, said the gnstified eanon^ 
f' lest I forget the humility of my habit, and 
magnify the common duties of man '' 
. '' Common duties!*' eagerly interrupted 
Huberto — '' Oh, father — 



*»-- 



'* Yes, I did but cherish in my heart ai 
little foundling, whom misfortune had once 
made destitute," rejoined the canon ; ^'^ { 
did but return the grateful tenderness of a 
being whose soul was all love^ whose mind 

H 3 was 
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"Was all innocence. Ah, blessed Mary ! what 
consolation, what comfort, did the caresses 
of infancy inspire! In moments of dis- 
tracting horrpr, ,they softened me to fears, 
they recalled me to recollection, they 
blunted the throes of anguish, they robb^ 
misery of its keenest dart;— Yes, oftenr— ". 
But', fearfully pausing, " self-interest, ray 
son/' he at length concluded,'* is a ruling, 
passion in the human breast: your tender 
arms en^twined around my neck, your rosy 
lips, kissing away my tears, beguiled rer- 
membrance of many a bitter pang, and ' 
cheated time of many a lingering- hour. — 
But to the purport of your visit. ^ You tell 
me, in moments of difficulty, I am yout* 
reliance ; say, then, Huberto, what new 
event impels you to St, Romuald ?'* . ' 

'* Treipbling for the safety of a friend 
most loved," exclaimed Di Rinaldini, ''on 
your known caution and experience I place 
ttiy sole dependence. Unconscious. of ofr 
fence, ignorant of the enemy, yet does 
treachery stalk within my Castle walls, and 

.. . threaten^ 
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threatens Ipyen tbe lifeof the*'interesting> 

» 

the affectidnate. Isidore;" , i 

■ « 

. iPather Luitfrida started* ' : 

• . > , ■ ^» 

*/ Last :i:|ight/* pursued Di Rihaldim^ 
" when the inhabitants of Montranzo were* 
lost in sleep, Isidore, a>v^kened by a jirp- 
vidcntial dreaai> beheld the dark outline of 
a figure precipitately retreating from the 
side of the bed. He attentively watched 
hina; and as he disappeared through a. low 
xecessin thjp chamber, he dropped this fetat 
^explanation, of his errand.*' 

The canon took the dagger; but instantly 
his hand relinquished it. The most violent 
.agitatioiisujcijeeidTQd.; arpd for many minuteSi 
he perceived uot the amazement of his ob- 
server. At length, with a heavy sigh, and 
in a voice which spoke the anguish oT his 
mind, *' Is the , oblivious calm of repose 
never to bfe mine?" he said — '^ must the 
phantom oi dpparted bliss ever arise to» 

K 4 mock 
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tAoek m^ Boasfed resfgnafion> jiftd 6v«r* 
throw the reign of patience? Ohi fhoii 
supreme Ruler oF the Universe T thou whose 
justice 18 inexor^bIe> fhou whose^ glory is 
eternal^ thou whose mercy is infinite^ thou 
ttho&e poller is omniscient wherefore am 
I thu^ tortured ? what unki)6wfi crime am I 
dooitoed to expiate?*' 

" Ydfi recogftise the dagger?" i^id Hu- 
berto : '' pei'haps you also know the haqpl 
^hich grasped it?" 

•'Recognise the dagger!" ht repeated, 
raising his eyi^s to Heaveh— **' oh yes! 
That dagger recals«^tha< daggtr Was given 
on — that dagger-—" hesitating, *' pierces as 
deep a wound in mefindry as its point could 
in the heart/* 

** But the assasafih-^th^ ownef of thnt 
dagger?" ^uc^tiotied Di Ritialdini. 

"H^e owner of that dagger was no as- 
sassin," proudly rtpHfedratherLuitfriJo.— 
*^ re was a man, whose footsteps were 
Marked by calamity, whose hopes were 
blasted by sorrow-^he wi« a man, who, 

possessing 
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'possessing this world's good, yet craTcd a 
shelter for his own head. He was nobly 
born, was rich, was happy, was giffed above 
the lot of ordinary mortals—was a husband 
— and a father. But afflirtion cam6r the 
dart of woe was aimed— it wounded— ^it 
pierced deep. Hurled from thi^ dizzy «um* 
mit of sublunary joy, he became as alien, 
a wanderer : he languished under the hard- 
ships of slavery ; he €nd^red the mkery of 
want." 

" Unhappy beingt** xnttrmnred his com- 
paniofi^ m {sympathizing accents—'^ But 
could want aim at the life of kidoone? 
eoukl want guide the poniard of the as- 
isassin?** 

^' He of whom I speak/' mournfully re- 
Joined tiae te^BPii^ '^' ^i^gfA PP ^^^ against 
his fellow-creatures. Carefully did be shun 
the paths of vice, the labyrinths of deceit : 
he fell a victim to *he gitiBt oS' <)fh^e^— he 
bled ^^ugb the dMrnpimQ fury ^ r^- 
%ng€/' 

^ Hoi tbe softening hand isf angelic paf^ 

41 5 ticipatioQ 
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ticipation was spared him/' observed iJu- 
berto: *' though doomed to combat the 
rapid vicissitudes of life, yet was he a 
liusband/' , 

"Ah! touch noi that string/' exclaimed 
rather Luitfrido, starting almost into mad- * 
jiess — " that string, Huberto, will not, can- 
not bear vibration. Cursed be the hand 
• which severed the hopes of bliss! curbed 
the hand which pierced the heart of ii^- 
nocence!" 

'* God of mercy ! " ejaculated the horror- 
iltruck auditor, " was she too murdered? 
wais she too " 

" Who else was murdered?" eagerly in- 
terrupting him. f - 

Di RinaTdini, in silent woe, bent his eyes 
vpon the ground* 

'' Yes, the life's blood streamed from her 

• bosofn,** wildly continiaed .the can op. -r- 

**. Senseless, dead,, they bore her through 

the shrubberj:. We approached, we " 

Hubetto^ 



^ 
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Maberto, gra$ping his ^arm, murmur^ 
the name of D( Mentranzo ; znd Father 
Liiitfrido sank breathless on a. se^t. 

'' True, it was Di Montratizo," recover^ 
ing himself — " the possessor of that dagger 
was Di Montranzo/' 

''And you?" doubtfully questioned Di 
Rinajdini* ^ 

'M/' mournfully, "alas! I am a poox^. 
helpless, destitute, bereaved being, whose 
protracted span of existence lingers out but 
the agonizing remembrance of what I once 
was." 

" You once wais— '* 

*' Happy," he eagerly answered;^ and 
^ l9ien, with strugglingreluctance, he changecE 
the conversation. — '' You tell me it is the 
safety of 'Isidore which brings you hither;, 
why then, my son, let a theme less interest- 
ing obtrude upon your thoughts, and lavish 
the moments, which oiight to, be devoted, 
to exertion?" 

^ What t^eme cai> be more interesting 

B Gr than 
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than the tnJfefoftimes 6f my catliest friend, 
ftiy truest b'eneftctdf?'' asked Hubwto. 

'* The immediiBte f>re6ervaiien of a being, 
ivhose existence is threatened^ through his 
gratittide to youiwlT,*' replied the canon. 
^' This dagger was found in the chamber of 
Isidore : if Isidore passes asiother night in 
lliat teUre diambi^r) Who ktuAvs but the 
efforts of friendship may be una^^ailing." 

*' Father, be shall not/' shudderingly 
tKcfteiitied Diltinaldini: *' Isidore shall oc- 
t^tipy^ no other dpaftment than my own. 
At night, I will bc^ the door ag&inst in- 
truders, and retain his hand while he sleeps ; 
I will not lose sight of him ; I will watch 
over him with the same anxious care, the 
s^me fetirful tendefneSsj Which warteH the 
parent's heart." 

** Can Montranxo aSbrd security?'' 
questioned Father Luitfrido ; '' Can treachefy 
there be circumvented, amd cruelty dis- 
armed? Within this holy sanctuary, all is 
calm. Bring the poor fugitive hither, ttiy 
fton; confide him to my care. Though 

delivered 
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' delivered from the terrors of pursuit, though 
long apparently screened from danger, yet 
you say he is not happy; you say he often 
weeps, he often turns from the solicitude 
of friendship. Perhaps religion may solace 

« 

}iis woes, may sooth him to peace; perhaps 
age may licence confidence, argument may 
produce conviction. Should the heart be 
ihe seat of soytxtw, the tale once told, the 
/effort once accomplished, the victory may- 
be oiu-s, and the restoration ef tranquillity, 
insured. Go, my son, bring your young 
friend to my cell. I will share it with him; 
and should he prefer its solitude, be it my 
care to hide hrm from the eye of cu- 
riosity." 

^ Alas^" sighed Huberto, '*' in this one 
instance Isidore disregards my wishes, yields 
not to my supplications. When Tspeak of 
St. RomuaW, when I propose a residence 
beneath its sacred roof, his looks, his sighs, 
his tears, reprove' the plan which would 
' ttar him from me/*' 

^'Has 
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" Has he no fears for his own safety?'* 
demanded the canon. 

^'* Oh no!" he replied; " his fears are ^11 
for mine. At first, with the most pathetic , 
vehemence, he urged flight;- but when I 
rejected the proposal, he vowed no con- 
sideration of safety, no inducement tinder 
Heaven, should draw him froni me: ^ Jf 
you go, I go,' he exclaimed y ' \f you re- 
main , not a thousafid nights of tenfold mystery 
ihall drive me from you, JVb sorrow shall 
you know which I will not deplore; no danger 
which I will not share/* 

" Noble, disinterested boy !" said Father 
Luitfrido, in accents of admiration; then, 
after a pause, he added, " Yet, methinks^ 
some mere than ordinary motive must in- 
fluence his actions: — I wish I could see 
him!" 

" You would see a being, '^ answered Di 
Jlinaldini, " whose appearance warrants no 
such magnanimity, whose light and sylphid 
figure seems as though the blast of heaven 

was. 
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ivas too rough to be encountered ; whose 
downy softness of featurCxS might mock, the 
peachy blossom of female loveliness!'* 

" Sorte mystery clouds all he does, all 
he says/' observed the "canon, musing. 

" Tis fears for a sister's safety which 
impels-silence." 

" True ; his sister, you tell me, is jhe 
fugitive novice of Corpus Domini ; an^, 
from the resemblance which subsists be- 
t\veen them, Isidore confines himself a close 
prisoner within the walls of Montranzo, lest 
suspicion should glance at him, and involve ' 
the trembling girl." 

'' Thar certainly is the reason assigned, 
holy father,'" 

"Do you think their destinies are 
divided?" significantly questioned Fathec 
Luitfrido. 

" I think t^ieir destijiies one,'* replied 
Huberto — ''I think Hemelfride can expe- 
rience no paiig which Isidore w^uld not 
feel/" 

**Fjoai 



.♦ 



160 DI MONTR AN20. 

" From attachment,' or — or ■** 

'' Or what?" asked Di Rinaldini. 

''Or — or " resumed the canon— 

** Pardon nic, my son ; I scarce know 

what." 

^ If you suspect him as a lover, you are 
deceived, father : I have seen the portrait 
of Hemelfride, and the resemblance is 
Vonderful.** 

" Perhaps too wonderful to exis/,'* re- 
marked Father Luitfrido, 

"Oh no !" excla lined Huberto ; ". the 
resemblance of twins cannot be surprising ; 
growing, as it were, ty instinctive feeling, 
surely, if the same passions be engendered. 
Nature may extend the similarity to the 
outward form/* 

" Once more, my son, exert your powers 
of persuasion to conduct Isidore hither,'* 
said the canon. ** I feel he is fcecome the 
object 'of our united Interest. Should 
you fail, lose not sigbt of him, and to- 
morrow some new plan shall be devised ; 

to- 
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to-morrow, if your influence is unavailing, 
I wiJi sacrifice my feelings — I will visit 
Mqfttranzo.*' 

^^ Do .you, reverend father, retain the 
dagger/* said Di Rinaldini, rising to depart: 
*' Should it hereafter be called for* rfiould 
it hereafter be necessary to be produced, 

in the Camaldoli cloister I will seek it/* 

. ■ > 

On arriving at the Castle, every argu- 
went/ every entreaty was renewed ; but 
Isidore, who, in every other instance, had 
eVinced all gentleness, was firm, was not fo 
be shaken.—" -You know me not, my 
friend,*' he would answer, in reply to the 
ardent praylers, the almost tears of Huberto; 
^ my soul partakes not of the yielding 
aoftnefss of my outward form : NatYite may 
have designed • me a toward ; '' but gra- 
titude," with an arch smile, *' stamps me a 
hero/* 

Carefully concealing the occurrence of 
the preceding night from the knowledge of 

the 
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the doimfstics, Di Rinaldiai apd Isidorp^ 
unattended^ ascended the turret btairs^.and 
narrowly examined the chambef; hut. not 
the slightest cavity couM they discover; 
no hidden door, no sliding p .nnei through 
v^hich the intruder could have glided.. 



'' To me it is inexplicsrble/'saidijubertoi ' 
*' had the dagger not been dropped ** 

" You would have attributed the whole 
to the creative powers of fancy,** inter* 
riipted the pilgrim. — " But as Jt is, rest 
assured there is some entrance, jhto: tlys 
chamber which we cannot trace/' 

Compelled to relinquish the hope of 
elucidating the mystery, they returned, be- 
low; and/ as the evening approacjicjd, tjije 
friendly-combat was ag^in renewed.; ^ijrt 
. Isidore assidiiQusly parr led* every, argument,, 
and his friend strove to appear satisfied 
with the decision of his returning no more 
to the turret. 

' . • < 

The 
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The sky had long lowered in portenfous 
gloom ; long had the hollow reverberatioiYs 
of distant thunder forewarned thje coming 
storm. The Metremo rolled in sullen vio- 
lence, and the lofty trees of the forest 
bowed to the swelling gust. Already did 
the rain, in large drops^ patter against the 
urindows*; already w^re the clasped hands 
of Isidore raised in awf^il dread: a more 
than usual depi^ession hung upon his spirits^ 
and with difficulty he repressed the tear^ 
which trembled in his eyes. 

0- 

I 

Di Rinaldlni beheld not his emotion; 
his looks were directed to the. rocky bosotfa 
of the Apennine, o'er which the vivid, 
lightnings swiftly flashed. — '' How awful is 
this conflict of the elements !'"he exclaim- 
ed ; turning, and beholdiag the colourless 
cheeks of the youth, " If innocence is thiwJ 
appalled^ what must be. the sensations of 

guilt r* , 

The 
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The opening 6f the door checked the 
response oF the pilgrim, and the appearance 
.of Father Brazilio changed even the colour 
of his fears. 

Th^ rountenance of Huberto betrayed 

sirrprise, for months had elapsed since the 

monk had visited Montranxo.i — '* I come, 

• jnv son/' said he, *' to crave shelter^ Led 

.by the.duties of my catling to the humble 

thatch of indigence, the storm overlook 

me, and the weak terrors of the flesh pre* 

vailed/' 

"' You are welcome, father?** replied 
Di Rinaldini; and then he took, the trem- 
bling hand of Isidore, and endeavoured to 
inispire assurances of safety. 

*' Y^u mistake me," faltered the youths 
as a transient iRush of crimson dappled his 
complexion ;-" it is the awe of piety, not 
the pusillanimity of fear, which you be- 
hold. God of nature! caa the heart of 

man 



than itstctt to the ^ippalling voice of thy' 
thunders, unmoved? can his eye trace 
the avenging fife of thy lightniftgs, un* 
assured?-' 

The monk smiled ifonlcdly. 

•' I hold not the worthless tenure of life 
so precious," {)ursued Isidore, *' as to dread 
hs terihination. When the past can be 
revised without reproach, surely the future 
cannot be decked in terrors/' 

'' fossibly,'* observed Father Brazilioj 
*"' you hold the safety of your friend tnorc 
valuable^^than your own?"^ 

*' Oh, a thousand, thousand times !" ar* 
tijculated Isidote— '* to save -the life of Di 
llinialdini-^^— " He p^sed, he blushed. 

*' Have you no friend tut the Signor?" 
demanded the monk. 

Thfe pilgrim lung his 4iead in sJleiw:!?* 



'' Methinks^"* resumed th? inquiskof^ 

'* your 
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*' your heroism and your years accord 
not.'* 

'* My years, father !-r-surely youth is not 
the season for cold caution and selfish fore- 
sight : I have heard its concomitants are 
Ardour, rashncss) impetuosity." 

'* True, boy ; yet> in youth, tHe love of 
life is strongest, for then are its pictures 
decked in all the delusions of fancy ; then 
do they smile us. on through ages of sor- 
row ; but, as the painted gewgaw, catching 
the, eyes of childhood, vanish in the grasp 
of possession." 

'/Alas! often are they never possessed!"' 
tirtjculated Isidore, with a sigh so sad, that 
the eyes pf Huberto and the monk intui- 
tively rested on him — " often do they wreck 
the heart which formed them! often, blast 
the peace of the too credulous visionary !" 

*^ The heart which is exorbitant in its de- 
mands, which seeks its gratification through 
the medium of disguise, merits the failure 
of its wishes," pointedly observed Father 
Brazilio, 
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\ '^^ Is happiness too gi«at a blessing to be 
troveted ?" freibbliligly asked the youth;-— ' 
*' Sky, father^ is happiness a boon which 
merits the iivtcrdiction ?" 

' '' Not happiness/' replied the monk; 
^ but the point on which happiness rests^ 
Supposing the desires limited, the attain-- 
ment virtuous, prosperous will be the 
breeze, gay the hopes of promise; the 
heart \i^ill feel no loathings, no reproach^ 
it will calmly review the scenes of life, and 
smile^ in the contemplation. But should 
^e sacred vo^vs of religion have been 
severed, should Heaven's immaculate sane- 
tuary have been violated, should the soul 
have been devoted to God, and the carnal 
influence of the flesh have burst its bonds, 
thcUi my son,*' stedfastly regarding him, 
** then the anticipation must be: misery, 
then the denouncement must be heavy.'* 

' "Yes, ifi the vows were^i 'voluntary," 
^ageriy rejoined Isidore; " but if comf- 
pulsion cramped the spul's energies, and 

silenced 
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silenced ihe decisiom of nature, stirely the 
^ efiO^rts for {reedoifi become jiialifktble/' 
'' The mind once comi()ted, once tainted- 
ivhh the sensualitj^ of the Itofld, every ob* 
Giacleis sufitnmmted,'^ replied the monkt 
^' the path to perdii^on is flowery, and the 
sophistry of the temptee strong. When 
jpassion dictates* nfhea the weakne^ of the 
heart prevails, the germ of virtue becomes 
Wnihilated, and all the noble propem^iiie^ 
of the mind perish. It Is them, like the 
^lMe*8 heard befbre the wi^d^ Me float upoA 
each coteitig gmt, not combatttng, . byt 
yielding, not retectaiiit, but subdued/' 

Isidore f^rfuUy shuddered ; he bung his 
b^d ia{)ion iiis^ bosom, as softly he ^hispOT'^' 
edi " Oh no ; passion is not the 'only ii* 
ceralive to l^reedom V' and then, iii i& loudef 
voice, added^s— '^ In ^ tftotiieht of exist* 
ence, man inbales iSae precious privilege 
of liberty, vhich but ih *be >nJomeii4 of 
liissolution expites/' 

$ ^ Because/* 
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Because/' rejoined Father .ft^lioi 
'^ iiid\}lgeal lamir own faili&g»^ we ca^Ji tC 
by a milder term: passion ia den49|4l|iAAted 
lave. Tell mt, boy, could oughi Wt pas- 
sion, could ought but love, acale the ^valU 
. of Corpus Domini, oj* evade the Argw eye 
of suspicion?" 

Huberto spruug from his seat^ ahd the 
varyingcountenance of the pilgrim mockeA 
the crimson-tinted rose* 



*' I see you have heard of the impious 
flight of the novice, Hemelfride,'* continued 
the monk, checking the malignant smile 
which, for a moment, marked the expres- 
sion of his features. — " Can you defend the 
step? dare you justify the united crimes of 
ingratitude and sacrilege?" 

*' Remember, father," said Di Rinaldini> 
'* ere we venture to condemn, we should 
know the secret motive of action." 

** What motive," he sternly demanded, 
** can warrant the murder of the' soul ^ 

VOL. III. % Hemelfride 



Utm€lfnd& was fhfe iaffianccd spofise of 
tidaven ; and cursed be the being vrho har- 
bours the runagate ! " 

''' Cursed I"^ reiti^rat^d Isidore—'' oh m] 
«y nature fj-ail, by nature alilce fallible, 
sur-ety, from age> the errors of youth may 
claim indulgence." 

''Errors!" sarcastically repeated Father 
Brazilio ; *' say crimes, black, infernal, 
damnable crimes!" 

"Yet," observed Hnberto, " religion 
teaches forgiveness : it is bigotry alone 
which indiscriminately condemns. Who 
that hears the appalling crush of elemei;ts, 
ivho that traces the vivid flash of electric 
-fire, ivho that sees the growth of ages 
rooted, fallen, dare privilege himself to 
Judge, dare limit the power of a Supreme 
Being? Surely, at a period like this, when 
each instant teems with annihilation, the 

m 

accusation of ;the heart is sufBcieat." 

Father Brazilio arose from his seat ; he 
buried the irony satruggling in his breast 

beneath 



beneath a well-feign^ cloak of humility^: 
and, bowing his head/ moved towards the 
door 



^* The tempest rages with increasing 
violence," said Dl Rinaldini : /^ surely^ 
father, you mean not to brave its fury?" 

'' I go to the oratory, my son," replied 
the monk — '' it is the hour when the pious 
brethren of my order meet in the chapel^ 
the hour we pray for the peace and pardon 
of mankind." 



A loud noise from below, followed by a 
confused murmur of distant voices, now 
filled the pauses of the storm. Huberto 
listened ; Isidore, with awful dread, raised ' 
his clasped hands : the devastation of the 
Castle was the picture his imagination drew^ 
as his knees bent in the true spirit of piety. 
The sounds approached. "Mother of God !** 
he aspirated. 

The door was thrown opeflj and Vannina, 

1 2 aghast. 
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aghast, horror-struck, rushed into the apart'* 
ment — '* They are come/ they are come!" 
she articulated—^' the spirit's forewarnings 
are fulfilled. A guard from Fossombrone 
—The— .the — the Inquisitorial court-^racks 
*— wheels— tortures— Oh, Jcsu Maria ! the 
sweet Signora was murdered !" 

" What mean you, Vanpina?'' demanded 
the pilgrim, starting from his knees, and 
grasping her arm — " in mercy, speak ! 
speak.oryoull drive me to madness!" 
Mean!" bursting into a flood of tears, 

why, the Signor is suspected to be a 
murderer — the Signor is to be dragged to 
Fossombroner— the Signor is to be tried — 
the Signor is — is — is — the Signor is to be 
burnt." . ^ 

Isidore sank back for a moment; all 
?ense, all recollection, seemed to forsake 
him. Suddenly recovering himself, he 
found Di Rinaldini, in all the solicitude of 
aflTection, supporting him ; he raised his 
head from the bosom of his friend; he 

pressed 
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pressed his hand to his throbbing forehead ; 
he looked fearfully around.—'^*' Is it a 
diieam?" he articulated — "say, Vannina/i9 
it a horrid dream ? — Ah, God! no, 'tis iu> 
dream — *tis verified;'* for the door was 
opened, and the chamber was crowded with 
soldiers, ih the inquisitorial garb — '^ We 
command you, Hubcrto di Rinaldini, in the 
name of the mpst Holy Inquisition, to sur- 
render yourself our prisoner," said the 
jprifteipal oflieial, in accents of aullKHity. 

Huberto, untfiunted, answered by a 
graceful bow. 

" Of whaf crime is be accused?" de- 
manded the almost frantic Isidore ; '' who 
lias dared asperse a character so perfect f 
to taint it with the foul breath of sus- 
picion?" 

*' It is not for us to. answer the idle 
questionsof curiosity,*' gruffly observed one 
i^f the officials. *^ Come, Signor, the storm 
abates; there is no time to loser 'lis true^ 

I a €^Ur 
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pur mules are weary; but we have got the 
Apennine wilds to encounter^ and> many 
a long and sorry league is it to Fosseih- 
.brone." 

The pilgrim, with a piercing shriek, 
sprung forward'.—*^ Merciful Heaven ! me#- 
ciful, righteous Father!" raising bis Iter- 
fraught eyes in earnest supplication, '* you 
cannot^ you will not, in such » night, in 
such a tempiest as this, tear him from the 
shelter of his dwelling. — Oh!" sinking on 
his knees, while his voice was suffocated 
with the rising sobs of anguish, '* think of 
the dangers which threaten, and have pity 
on — yourselves." 

" We arc not to be frightened by the 
bluster of the elements, neither is our duty 
tg be shaken by the tears of effeminate 
weakness," replied the commander. — " De- 
lay us no longer, boy ; loose your hold, 
or force must Compel you to obedience." 

'^ Isidore, my beloved Isidore, be paci- 
fied," implored Di Rinaldini. '* Innocent 
is a balm, of which the malice of my ene- 
mies 



tnies cannot deprive nre : fear" not for my 
safety. The Being I serve, Ihe Being oh 
vhom' I implicitly rely, will guard me 
through the darkness of the nighty wift 
upheld me cveA on the precipice's slippery 
brink." - 

** To be dragged as a, criminal, to be 
accused, to be reviled/' said the weeping 
Isidore, as panting, gasping, he clung to 
the arm of Huberto-r" to be laden with 
disgraceful chains-^to be plunged into a 
vile receptacle' for guilt and infamy^— to 
be led out the pointed rtiark pf prejudice 
and scorn-^avenging God, where arc thy 
thunders?** 

•* And yet, my poor friend," said Di 
Rfnaldini, ^' better to be thus than to live 
in prosperous villainy ! better to be thus, 
than to possess the eonseience of my ac- 
cuser!** 

" To part," pursued the w^retchcd youth, 
yielding to a fresh torrent of tears, " to be 
i^anished, in a nroment like this, from the 
preserver of my life, my benefactor, nly 

1 4 deliverer 
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deliverer — to Inowhim exposed to all tkc. 
hardships, all the dangers of ivandering^ 
misery, yet to be unable to sooth or console 
him !*— Oh, hear me agaia!'' addressiDg the 
guards: '^ lowly bending on earth, spurn 
not my prayer : linger but till the morning, 
and then—" 

'^ What !*' interrupted one of the soldieraj 
" give the prisoner time to escape? No, 
no, my pretty pleader, we know our duty 
better/' 

'^ To escape !'* indrgnantly repeated 
Huberto-— '' escape accords not with the 
confidence of innocence.— -But," .vUh. rcr 
turning gentleness, " your vocatiofi war- 
rants the precaution ; accustomed to the 
artifice of guilt, you know not the feelings 
of the soul wrongfully accused.-^Isidore,!' 
clasping the trembling boy to his breast, 
*' be comforted ; restrain your teai^. The 
God of justice will protect and restore me 
to your prayers!— Now, Signor/' turning 
to the principal official, ''.execute your 
orders ; I am ready/' 

''Stay! 



•^ Stay! stay!" shrieked the piljgrim;: 
•' so ready, so cold^ — not one tear at part- 
ing ! Huberto, my soul is racked^ audi 
y our's unmoved ; my heart weeps, bloodj, 
while your's. is cruelly caltn.*f* 

"Alas ! my friend/' faltered Di Rinaldini^, 
as struggling he endeavoured to withdraw 
himself from the frantic grasp of the youth,; 
'^ you subdue^ you unman me : your up- 
l)raidings mock the. eflforts of fertimdet 
detain me but another moment^ breathe but 
a new reprpach^ and 1 am lest." 

" Ye tea are men/' sobbed Isidore'^ 
©nee more kneeling to the-guard ; *' ye toa 
are born with the social feelings of love^ 
^f sympathy: turn not from the supplicar 
lions of a wretch, whose remnant ©f life is; 
misery. Oh t claim me too a prisoner ;; 
lake me with Huberto; plunge me in the 
same dungeon^ goad me with the same 
chains**-! will not cepine>. I will not mur- 
mur : I will bless the acquiescence^ and^ iik 
deaths will falter a thanksgiving."' 

'I Impossible!" ©xclaimed the officialy 

1 & softened 
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softened at his anguish ; *' I can pity> hut I 
cannot take you with me. The letter of 
my order is to seize the person of Huberts 
di Rinaldini, not the heroic friend who 
would share his prison V* 

" Name, then, the accusation ?*' implored 
the youth; •' name the crime for which fie 
is arraigned?'* 

''The offence is hernous/* replied' the 
official: "A denunciation charging- Huber to 
di Rinaldini with the murder of his late 
wife, has been privately given into the holy 
office.** * • 

Huberto' shrunli!, not ui terror, but in 
horror; his cheeks grew pale, not from 
the consciousness of guilt, but from despair, 
at the accu«afiCHi. 

•' Murder ! '* repeated Ridbre--^" who can : 
believe the charge? wha can be blinded 
by malice?— -Say, what fiend infernal has. 
dared-^ " 



rf 



Peaoe, peace P' interrupted oneof'the 

guards:; 
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giiards: ^*^ again I tell you, prating boy, 
our tnission is not to answer idle .questions* 
We must away." 

*' Lead on/* said Di Rinaldinr. 

But Isidore, shrieking^ thtew^ himself be- 
fore the door — '' If you have a parent, a 
wife, a child — if you ha.ve a being dear on 
earth — oh stav, ajid hear me! Di Rinaldini 
is innocent; he is falsely accused; he i$ 
cruelly, barbarously vilified/' 

'' Is that all ?" said a soldier. *' '^ for 
others to weigh the merits of the case. If 
he is vilified, as you call it> the inquisitorial 
court is just ; if he i&guilty* it is dso just/* 

'"^ Just!" echoed rsidbre> starting with 
horror — '' Holy Mother ! what mean yxm ?•' 

'' Nothitfg more thany as innocence is 
sure of an acquittal> guilt is sure of racks 
and tortures. — ^Yes/' with a smile of un- 
feeling irony, '' we have engines, of all 
descriptions; some suitedto forms as de- 
licate as your own.-^Come/Signor,^- ad- 
dressing the commander, '^ the storm abates; 
let us away, Anastagio, Zenone, open the 
- ' , Jt6 door; 



door ; precede you the prisoner, While I 
compel this little rebel to submission;'^ 

Feeble was the resistance of Isldoife ; the 
#rm grasp of Stephano scoifdd his efforts ; 
Teconection> «trength> motion^ all receded: 
lie tew Di Rinaldini fdrced through the 
^ door of the apartment; he saw bis last 
agonizing look directed towards himself-** 
Alas ! he saw no more : his eyes closed in 
lifeless apathy ; his head dropped upon the 
arm of his detainer ; his sobs died away^— 
for an interval he ceased to solfer. 
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CHAP. VI. 



4 dr^fql din ¥«t ivoipt 
To $ntt the scute, wfaeo cntcr*il here, from gtos^s - 
And kowls of slavei coadenui'd, from clink xiff chains^ 
And crash of nuty bars and crccking hin^^ 
* , And ever and anon the sight was dash'd 
With frightful feces, and the meagre looks 
Of grim and ghastly executlonen. » 

\ - 

COHVaCTB. 

Wixp 9 heart drpoping for the s'liflerings 

of bis friend^ Hi Ruialdini and hii> guarJs 

quitted jMontranzo. The night was dark, 

and the track across the mountain scarceJy 

to be distinguished ; yet did the sure*foote d 

iBulcs press cautiouslyon^ now mounting ir^e 

rugged sidiesQfofertoPgipg precjpicfs^ and 

now 
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now descending the wood-crowned heights 
of the narrow defile. The rain cpntinued 
to deluge the face of nature ; the thunder,, 
in loud reverberations, rocked the earth's^ 
foundation; while, ever and anon, long 
lingering flashes of electric fire, piercing 
tbe deepened solitude, 

^ Followed the loosened BggraTtted roar.** 

Hubertb broke not the sullen silence 
which hfe guards preserved : unmindful 
of his future destiny, he thought alone 
of Isidore — Isidore, who, shrieking, faint^ 
ing, be had left in all the anguish of 
despair, in all the horror of incertitude 
•— Isidore^ who,, driven from the shelter of ^ 
security, must now seek an asylum beyond 
the reach of power, beyond the stretch of 
persecution. — '' But whither can he bend 
his footsteps?'* thought DiRinaldini," w^ 
knowing and unknown, whither can he 
wander? Shackled, enslaved, bending 
under the yoke of ignominy^' I can no more 
assist himj»r can. no more hide bim^^ frooi the 
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world's fury. Ob misery ! exquisite misery ! 
'fis now I acknowledge the sting of fate, 
'tis now I pant for the bliss of liberty." 

The furious conflict of the elements im- 
pressed him not with one monlent's dread*; 
indifferent alike to life or death, he heard 
the mountain torrent, in swelling violence, 
roll down th^ precipice below, nor once 
shuddered at the stumbling accident which 
inlght precipitate him within its vortex: 
ne heard the fearful threat of blackening 
thunder, he saw the vivid flash of Heaven^ 
fires, yet thought not of himself, for 

.** Alai! what was the toil of elements^ , 

The idle perturbations of the $]iy, ' 
To what he felt within?" 

« 

Yet were his sensations bliss, compared to 
the pang which guilt inflicts, compared to 
the silent accusation of never-slumbering 
conscience ; in his heart he wore the con- 
viction of innocence, in bis heart he wore 
» « ' • 

'^•^it nreet pcMej wbicb goodam iiO(0n#eVer> 

Death 
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Death held forth no terrors, for life held 
forth no disgrace ; death was a rest from 
labour, a passport to felicity; death was 
the peaceful bourne of the Christian's hope^ 
The guilt of others had made this world a 
blank, the guilt of others* had poisoned the 
sweet promises of opening love, had rifled 
the pure joys of friendship, had cast the 
shade of infafny. on bis character, had 
forged the manacles of disgraceful arres- 
t^tion, had dragged him from the peate- 
ful retirement of Montranzo, and exposed 
him to the pitiless contrast of wandering 
misery. 

Still the rain descended in torrents! The 
men, cold and dripping, murmured dis- 
satisfaction, and hesitated whether to pro- 
ceed ; but the chief in command laughed 
at their complaitits, and urged them to ex*^ 
ertion/ 

" Holy Si. Domimck, we shall be drowny 
cd, if we^pui;^w^ put: rqnte!" ^jt^l^imed 

one 
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pneoCthe meh-*^'' Do let us pause till the 
storm is over." 

^' Thep we miy pause ail night,** was 
.tlie response.—*' But for you, Stephano, 
t(nd we might have had time for rest . Re- 
metnber, thanks to your wisdom, we strayed 
from the direct path, and wasted two whole 
hoqrs in unnecessary wanderings.'' 

'* Well, but we found it at last,'* mut- 
tered Stephano, '^ and secured our prisoner. 
Surely we may as well deliver him up alive 
as dead. I warrant me, he never before 
had S!u:h a soaking. By pur Lady, a Vfhole 
)>attle of Lacbryma Chrkti wouldn't drive 
the cold from my stomach t What say you^ 
Zenone?" 

'^ Say!" repeated a grtiff voice, " why, 
1 say the prisoner will have two murders 
instead of one to. answer for: by my holy 
rood, I wouldn^t stand another hour's pelt^ 
ing, to be Grand Inquisitor." i 

*/ I wish we had remained at the Oistle," 
said Stephano ; '* the ghost^ no, nor the 

devil. 



devils couldn't have used us more scnr-- 
vily." 

'' Vd rather be in the storm than with 
the ghost ihotigbi*' observed Anasfagio-^ 
" By fhe tnass^ I like not to wage war with 
spirits, for they can squeeze through a key* 
hole, as it were, and- " 

*' Wage war!" sneeringly interrupted 
Stephano; '* why, man, how can that be? 
Jsn't it at the instigation of the ghost that 
we have seized the murderer? Your heart, 
Anastagio^ is as weak as a woman's. I doubt 
S'»e; ff^I;e fugitive novice of CorpysDofliinl 
appeared to you.at midnight^ whether youU 
be able to seize her/' 

' .1. 

Bi'Rinaldini started'; for the first ttme,^ 
he too felt a coward, for the first timej, 
he.acknowledged: himself vuli^rable to the 
shaft of his. enemies.-*-'' Yes, there they 
have power to wound," he fearfully sighed^. 
" there, Isidore, through ybur's, they reach 
my heart, Uiifort iinate Hcmelfride^ di*agged 

to. 
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io the altar, you will fall a bleeding sacri- 
fice to insatiate power ! Oh God ! had she 
yielded to my suggestions, through the 
nriedium of her brother, had she consented 
to be mine, the influence of her oppressors 
bad been circumscribed." 

-He wished to question the guard, but he 
knew not how; he dreaded to betray his 
feelings ; and, overwhelmed with anguish, 
smothered his regrets in a heavy. sigh. 

The jarring clouds, which, for a time, 
had appeared to dissipate, now again rolled 
in black columns overhead; how again, 
bursting with electric fire, dinned the 
frightened earth with their long lingering 
roar. '■ ^ 

The principal official himself^ awe-struck, 
paused, for a vivid flash of lightningmarked 
the brink of a precipice, do^vn which a few 
steps further must h^ve precipitated him. 
— '' Never did I see such a tiight," said he; 

'' Heaven 
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'' H«aven and earth seeoi |;oTnbliied against 
us;" and, half reluctant^ half yielding^ he 
dismounted^ and gazed eagerly round. 

'' Do let us seek shelter/^ urged Stephand 
and Zenone, in the same breath. 

" Remember/' rejoined their cbier, *' wc 
must be at Fossombrone early in the morn- 
ing"- 

*' By the saints!" muttered Stepbano, 

'' if we brave the storm« 'twill be a niiracte 

* our seeing Fossombrone again.** 

•' We may be there in the mbrning/and 
y f t rake an hour's rest/' said Anastagio.— 
*' The mules, ^oor devik> arc as weary as 
theirs masters; and metfainks our prisoner^ 

* though he scorns to speak^ puts up a patei?* 
uoster." 

" Where can we stop?" demanded the 
cflicial. — '^ In these mountain wiids, no 
hospitable dwelling smiles a welcome; and 
as taseeking shelter under the rocks^ we 
may as well remain where we are/' 

'• Yonder is a light !" exclaimed Stepbano;. 
''see how it glitters! it is stationary; it 

certainly 
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certainly shines from a cottage Window.--* 
Do you stay here^" giving his beast to the 
care of Zenone^ ^* while I go and recon-* 
nbitre/' 

^' Be cautious/' said Anastagio : " I have 
hesHPd of Will-with-the-wisps entrapping 
wiser heads than your's." 

" But not colder, I warrant me : a warm 
head is often fatal ; but, thanks to the raihj 
that ;will not ensnare me/* 

• • • 

With eager haste, Stephano descended 
theVidgy steep which led to the beacon 
pf repose, nor paused, till> with exulta* 
tion, he hailed the bumble dwielling of 
industry^ 

His story was scarce recited ere the warm 
greetings of hospitality w^re held forth; 
and Galiaze, the husband of Lilla; for it 
was the very cottage in which Isidore had 
once so sweetly restedi sallied forth to pilot 
the wandterexis, — *^ Welcome, Signors!'* he 
exclaimed : '^ 'tis a cheerless nigbt to pass 

among 
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among the mountains. Bestir^ my Lilta; 
place a fresh log on the fire^ and bring 
forth your cupboard's «tore^ while I go and 
stow the *m«les/* 

*' Lllla/' mentally repeated Huberto, and 
his eyes resting on the sweet and interest- 
ing countenance of th? cottager, recog- 
nised the original of the pilgrim's picture. 
— " Ah, here is b|iss unalloyed !" he thought 
— " here the pure workings of the heart is 
die guide of action^— here may Nature be 
traced in her best attire!" 

" Why doa'tyou partake of our homely 
fare?" questioned Lilla, as, with an inviting 
smile, sh^ held forth a glass of the wine of 
Montifiascone. — " Come^ Signor, you look 
pale ; you a^e wet, cold, and* weary," 

Di Rinaldini breathed a heavy sigh. 

'^ This is an elixir I reserve for Galiare, 
when he returns from guiding the explor- 
ing traveller," pursued the inviter.-— 
^ Sometimes he is very late, and often 

very 
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^^y tired. — Come, I pledge you;" and/ 
with a grace which might have shamed the* 
studied arts of polished life, she kissed the 
cup, and again presented it. 

*' Pshaw, man, drink!" exclaimed the 
unfeeling Stephano, who, sheltered from 
the rude peltings of the pitiless starm, 
awaited not the pressing instances of in- 
vitation — *' drink, hang sorrow, and drive 
aWay care ! If you are to be burnt, you 
may as welLapproach the stake with a merry 
face/' 

'' To be burnt!*' faltered LiUa, and her 
eyes, turned upon Huberto^ seemed to so- 
licit an explanation. 

*''It is true/' said he, " I am their pri- 
soner. Dragged from my abode, I am ac-- 
cused of a crime so black, that your gentle 
nature would shudder at the recital,** 

Accused !** sneeringly repeated Zenone 
by St. Dominick ! *tis beyond that ; for 
you are almost convicted, almost con- 
demned. Why, man, if I was as near the 

stake^ 



it 
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stdkt, I should fancy every thiols smeUed 
singed/' 

Lilla shuddered. — " Poor soul !" she-^ 
ejaculated — '* Methinks he looks innocent. 
Of what crime is he artaigned ?" 

'' Innocent^ forsooth !" exclaimed Anas- 
tagio ; '' yeSj yes, he is innocent — why, 
dafne, he is onlif arraigned for murder and 
sacrilege/* 

" Jesu Maria!'* tut still her hand with- 
drew not the cup. — " Take it, stranger,*' 
she whispered ; " your heart faiU you. If 
I dare trust my own, ^ou stand acquitted/' 

" Humane, generous, excellent woman !" 
Nay, no praises/' inteirupting him;/ 

take it, I implore you ; i^will raise your 
spirits. I would you tould tarry till morn- 
ing!" , 

*^ And would you shelter a wretch so 
forlorn?" asked Huberto, softened even to 
tears-^V God of inercy ! would you retain 
beneath your roof an outcast from society, 
ajman scorned by the wprldi condemned 
by appearance?" 

8 ^'lam 
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^ *^ I am; a . moihiei:/' md lilUj >f';:«id 
Heaven^ knows (h^ future Csite .of: ip]rv off- 
spring." 

• v;'^You are an. angel !'"-wai|n^y Apostro- 
.phveed Dl Rinaldioi. - ..j r[ i, •/... :- »\ 

^. * LUIa smiled^ and B^in, h$kl 7ff|r|l^£:tl)e 
;.winc, . • • .' : •' hh.^r ' ' -T* 

'^ What, to a murderer!** ' « ;;; ;- . ». 
'* To a fellow-creature," she concluded* 
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;H\ibeclo snatched the ictipc:but:ere he 
qOaffed it,< pres^ed\hi$ IiHj!li?nifi§ lips /to the 
' beneficent hand. pf phi^antiicoj^y ; : he : ] r; v » 

The entrance^i^f 'Galiae^. and Itfe^ repe- 
tition of the story, now followed. The 
hospitable. v^ubifiBp- liiitehed.fftttQniively 
to the relation of Steph^n)D; but; -like 
JMhs bjs heart :y<ei|rn^d . to the ^eji&eted 

^pris^ncrj Av^psj^^^ountf^nance^ \vhose Jock^ 
\vhose' manner^. |>espoke tb^e fitm .isupport 
of ixinocen«;c.*r-^' -Noi .he.cannpt bje :a 

, VOL. Ill, K murderer," 
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'mur^ler^r/^ the meivt&Hf coiiclnded;. Jdnd 
tlien addressing the guards '' Ate yotf ware 
he is guiity?" 

- " Am I awf c of this wiw ?•' ' asked 
Anastagio, emptying the flagon mta his 
cup. — " I tel! you/' turning to Galiaze^ 
^^ a spirit haft^ come all the way* from the 
other world to file the accusation ; and if 
you put a lie into a spirit's mouth, you are 
a bold man.'* 

Lilla stole softly rounds and exchanged 
the wiite Tor water. The action was not 
observed/ for the #tet of the |)arty hid 
quitted the twkn^ to ieXamine the stiate of 
the weather ; and Anastagio himself was 
absorbed in the warmth of his arigtufient. 

*y Did the spirit appear at Fossombrorie ?" 

qjuestiotied Galiaze. 

> *" - . • - 

" At Fdssombrone ! nb, man-*— why, where 
the murder was cotiimttted, to be sure. • I 
tell you^ for months it has not let a soul 
rest quietly in the Castle di Montranzo/' 

Galiaze 
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Caliaze anis6 with involuntary respect. 
— -*' Blessed Virgin!" he exclaimed^ *^ can 
i t be the Lwd o f Montraiizo, thus sus^ected^ 
thus ifisuited, thus dragged from affluence 
and ease> thus exposed to the roi^h cl^sk 
of boisterQUS^leoieptS'^'' . • 

^' He was the I^rd of Montrap8;o/' sanH 
Anastagio^ smiling in derision; ^'and.tor 
morrow he will be the lord of his dungeon. 
Why, look you now, if the great will 
tran^gn^i wliere*« the saving clause to 
shield them from the punishment of the 
humble ? The law admits of no distinc- 
tion ; a&d law is justice, as much as jusjtiee 
is law.*' 

/* Iwpuld 1 had njore th«m pity to offer ! '* 
sighed^ Galia^:e,.; ^s, witl^ respectful sy mpa- 
\t\iyy he tutnf4;to.Pi Rinaldini.. 

'^ Tfaat, n^ytVfOfth$)Cr;|et)d» t«hank .Heaven, 
i do. not cr^vej J^eep^it for thosp who,haye 
the sttngs^^f th^^ pw^ cjpxiscience,^ ,as well 
4^ the upbr^idifigs.i^f men, to, contend 
with. The aM>everatidhs of ^innpcence 
here/\ glancing at Anaslagio, '' cannqt 

Kg avail. 



■^Hil: ' That God' Whi'rcfidS^'Wfe.hf art, 'that 
IBdd'who kh^Ws'iny secret hi^tionSi-knows 
idVloiVg the tfiiampH&'rtt-ti4a»€fe* of my 
Enemies will j)rev«j».' ^^ ShoAldlniiey ipursiic 
4tf^'\oihe Ver^e'df ftfe/iSfhotildHbe^Aoom 
jne to death— nay,"W> ^«W^ethHn<*<>Stb; to 
^{%raa*i^b'iiUbHc>grlofftfcyii »lWj4aal bitter 
fnblrients of agott^ yfilWt'i&UeatS^iHtUe 
T¥meiiiWran«e tbaluJu^' hoiiest'lieart acquits 
Uhf" rr '' • 'i , " 'Ht uof sin-A ,■.'■: / 

"' «« Tivo,'' saiflT'LiBa; n^-nai^f^r refSTfafffin^ 

mt^ars." ■ •••"1 »'*' "'<"■* "'^''' '-'r-': 

■^^^ dh/Spar^ nte!'^itoftiii*t^ Hiil^rro— 
»3l'c6uld bear insult; IcoliJd beat tonlenipt? 
but this kindness unmans me." 
"■'"flow eaSyTt"?* fd'i^ofei'iift 'Kortest 
credulity !*' Sfieeringly rethark^'AAastagib. 
— " by ouria^'y; y'oii'il 'fiid it « hardfet. 
task with us! we 'kiiGfW'Ul'tb* <»oHusions 
of truilt. ail the tri^ ;af br^W^^.^ Why; 1 
siitfpose, next yot! ikm ^fear^ou did nc^ 
poison ' th^ SignbnJ.^^h'f y*fef ' cbtete- 
iian^e betraj's yoii : that 'pallid;Kue is!*he 
'pev6r-failing embkm bf guilt." Yes, yes, 

•.:...; as 



ds-wfe as,this,i6Twii)e/'. andi b^-nais^ thq 
cupio bi^tiiips^/^you merit the. charge-r 
you comfiiijrte4tiHiact." Instairtly hi&han4 
relinquished it; it fell upon the floor^jancl 

* » ^ 

his features assumed the mingled expres- 
sion' of amazement* and horror. — '' A mi- 
racle I a miracle 1" he vociferated. , , ♦ 

. *' lias the prisoner escaped?" fearfully 
demanded tl>e oflRcial, hastily .enteriRg- 
, . /' Noj noj Signor; he is safe enough:". 
-• 'f Wb^t^feeB is'uhe matter, Anastagio-? 

I nevef S4W vou s0:.move4.'^ . > ,t . 

y •' MiM^rJ" he repeated — '* why, eithpr 
the devil- has bieyea here, or thie- prisoner is 
innocent: let us be off;.. the cottagers ar.6 
filready bcwitcb^Ar— nay, 1 can scarce ati'- 
fcwer for mysfelf." 

• " Assuredy^ but not Bewitched/' said 
Galia£e,. 

*' Signor, fwoqld pledge my life for \ii6r 
innocence of my noble guest!'* 
. ;*' Be it for a hig-her tribunal to apqiiit 
him then," observed, the commatKler: *' his 
jiidges .ar^ not tb^ stern tyrants o£ de&- 

£ S potismj, 
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potisrm, but the niild agents of iftercy. 
Come, Anastagio, the storm abJttes ; tbrtng 
out the mules, and let «s pursue our 
joiirricy." , 

In a few short minutes^ Di Rrnaldhil 
heard no more the roice of sympathy, saw 
no more the efforts of compassion : the 
venturino's dwelling was teft far betiind> 
and the distant \ibration of the thunder^ 
the louder monotony of the swdlen tor* 
rent^ could be aione distinguished. Bui 
In the mild breasts of simplicity he hadleft 
a pleader^ in the hearts of virtuous poverff 
he had awakened regard: Galiaze ta^lked 
of bis sufferings^ and deplored his fate; 
Xilla^ crossing her bosom^ raised her blue 
eyes to Heaven, and when her head pressed 

• 

the pillow, her pure soul put up a prayer 
ibr the wandering prisoner. 

' The fumbling dawn of morning, break- 
ing from the eastern hemisphere, and gra-^ 
dually disbipating the ebon reigii^ of night* 

^ was 



an object df swfeet> bu4 ImeTanteholy: 
cootem pillion to the dejected Huberlpr, 
he traced the ming sun swelling fnto splen^ 
dour ; he $9w it%d&zz\iUg. bcamsiUssQl'Ye the 
misty vapours vbtch* hiiingci»poi? rhe.$ide$^ 
of the mouotatna^ ^nd i?efl)e^* a thtousandb 
linta on the tremendous masses- of rock, 
which doited the pBospect.. Sometiweis the^ 
road was overhung, by dark ami immense 
preclpiceS) whose kige projections^ scat-^ 
tened with BMswort^ heathy a»d witd*- 
iloweni^ threi^ned anmbtfetttm to tfte 
passer-by ; thenr again it sWepfr through' 
tfgse-enlwining, thickets of oak^ chesnut, 
and cypres.; and. tften^ towering in mfd- 
air^. Its narrow pass» ».rude bridge^ tottered.: 
•t'to mountarh-^torrenls^ ibumtering, in tiie::: 
itale belaw*. i 



• : 



The qufek successrvesensa^ns, from awe^ 
to wondes; froqi wonder to admir^ion^ 
which^ languid as he was^ oPten rose;im 
broken exclamations of rapture to the lips 
of DLSinaJdinij. awakened biit the smile of 

K 4 ' ridicule.' 
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i^itlite tn his guierds/ whole contracted^ 
heaHsfelt not the fateful energy of psfaiee/ 
bfea1'|[ied'ift).t Ihe puw essence of tkanfcs^-*^ 
giving tb A)^ Divine Archiiect. They .wer^ 
]^]igioits; b6C2|iise their souh were cramped 
tiy<'Siiper^tMi6n, th^i" mhids hoodwinkecb 
by- bigotry^ bm their religion -extendedt 
not be)'dnd the tenets of Aiiiyersal ere-- 
dence^ beyond the. casual mutter ofmi ao^ 
Maria : . ttoy * knew not tke -. genial . pbi^ 
laiikhro]^of piare, unvarnished fillh; they: 
Tuhvf^ikot the > spiritual iorganiifiatipxi of. 
Christian meekness. : ' 









- .Thei-party maititaiBed a sullen silenbe^ 
skve AiB&^tagib, ' whose thoughts^ still lior 
geting on .the ..supposed miraculous a£- 
testation of Hubertb's innocence>- had 
stationed himself at his side^ and now 
aoidi then whispered a kind of l^taggerin'g 
4oubl;iand a reluctant acijuie^conce in. his; 
dttty^vrf - - i . ,' * 

1 The heart of Di Rinaldial sickened wheti 

*- V his 
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Ills eafs first caught the vacant sound of 
merriment, the busy hum of population. 
To belled like a malefactor, to- be branded 
as a murderer, to be exposed to the idle 
curiosity and unpitying. remarks of the pre- 
judiced, was gair, was wormwood to his- 
feelings. He hung his head, not in shamo^ 
but in indignation ; fie stifled the rising 
gust, of passion, not in fear, but in' con- 
tempt. Irritated in mind,, fatigued in body,, 
he hailed even the walls of his prison as a 
haven of repose; nor shrunk when the 
massy gate closed upon him, when the 
heavy bolt groaned the death of liberty- 
Committed to the charge of beings as 
uncongenial, as imgentle, as his con-^ 
•duttors acrbss^ the Apehnihe, he followed 
'through long and dreary passages, dbwn^ 

4 

Steep and narrow stairs,, whose dark and 
'damp termination seemed/ -the eteft ert- 
trapeeof the flinty tomb ; there tio sounds, 
•save: misery, * were- wont to breathe, for 
death and :f ' ^ 

- ; : j; 5; « Solitude 
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JJo mtirmur^ no GompTaint es^^aped him; 
iie tampered not with his .conductors; he 
urged no bribe to extort compassion^ 
"Yielding to the untoward malice of hiS' 
fate^ he started not dghasf from the black 
cold entrance of his dungeon^ hut, Fike « 
^an wearied with length of sufirering^looke(£ 
l^oldly aroi^nd^ far 

'^ tint bad in it «) IHdff g<)od of plc^ilig^ 
Twtfi hvflfy wortfii bb care.*' 



Entombed wifhki the flinty conSnesoTa^ 
tiarrow ceUy stretched upon a seai^ty pir-. 
tat)cex)f scattered straw^ bis arms iliackled' 
v^itli corroding iron^, and bfs' liimbs tr^m-^ 
bling with enervating lassituderDiRinaidini 
mused on the varied incidents pf hm pasC 
life^ from the earliest dawn of niemory tor 
thj^ present himt of trial. VnMwiifal at 

the 



the Castle^ di &lontram]i0i» ;tMS^ QMa^esd'fp^ 
marriage mtb ib^ l^j A^hekl^^ hp(T]^\^ . 
fering*^ faer death, tfce 4EitQa{^ai:)n>c^ 9if, 
the Conte Alvenani; wrang from Jbij^^e tjs^,- 
'scalding tear of misery,, extorted GcCMSQ )h&(i 
breast the Bursting sigh of anguish; then,, 
in quitk successiidn, followed the intro-* 
duction of the pilgrim; and then were his^ 
•wn woes lost in the sympathy of: friendr 
ship*. 

Objects of pain, of pli?asure, of ap- 
prehension, of dismay, alternately tooh: 
possession of his ^soul; and banished the 
ealm of indifference, the patience of en- 
durance;, yet it was: not fear for his own^ 
safety that leadened, the weigh toC slavery ^; 
neiHier did hope fbriiis future enlargement 
brighten one ray of his prison's g!oom-~- 
no ; it was^the interesting twins who claimed 
all his compassion; ^ho occupied' his every 
tiiought: it was Isidore, whom he loved;. 
it was Kemelfride> whom he had never 

It 6> secu: 
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seeil^ — Isidore, Whose yirtues had claim^ his- 
gratitude^his reverence — Hem clfride; whose 
picture lie had trherished, until the perfects 
image bad v^rought an unknown interest im 
Ms heark 
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■■ .. CHAP, vm 

* 

I am fr«li of spirit^ and rtsolv*d • . ^ - .. 

To nint all peril "Mry eoaitaml^r 

. . The image of a wicked, heinou^faiilt,,^ .^ » 

Uves in his eye : that close aspect of his 
Does shadow die mood of a much troubled Sreast* 

^ ' ■ SUAKISPEAaEk 

i^pyc \¥9S if er^e the pilgriiq re^.ver4«l ^ 
powers of action: bis iacul^jeii^^f^^inect 
numbed by the torpor.pf des|iair ;. all ¥nse^ 
all animation^ for a tame, had appeared: susf) 
pend^d.; aodwheii^withan agoiii^sing sigiv 
he.raisf^d I)js bead from the supparti)^|^^iii( 
•f V^nniaa^ ^he saw not th^ object of jiig 
solicitude, the friend of his afiectif a>. Tb^f 
.; •• .' past 



506'* in WONTRANZO. 

past flashed athwart his m^mory^-— Huberta 
was indeed gone — Huberto a prisoner, and ^ 
arraigned for murder — Huberto torn from 
his home — Hnbefito thfeateBffd with an ig- 
nominious death. A shriek of wild horror 
escaped his burning lips. — '* I wilJ go !" he 
exclaimed, starting^ and gating franlidy 
around the chamber — ^^1^11 follow him^ 
, to Fossombrone — ;I will share his dungeon 
— I will share his fiale. Y^ jftpi^sters !' 
barbarians! thisk .Aot ;lo iwitiih^ .me — I 
will go!" and pde^ struggling/ and sub- 
dued, he agdm sank on the shdulder of the 
weeping ghrl. 

♦* Jesu Mai:ia? how you rave, Isidore!'" 
sobbed Vannina. — *^ I have lost a good. 
fntxAyi hsrve iMt ^n exeelleAt masfet i, bui 
I take »ot «« so "ttiofentlyV* 

^' You-^yo» — " ratetrupied the n^ariy 
dK^lractcd jwH^ — *' Father of Heaven ?~ 
^hJ^t is*y«w^ l^sS" to^mine! liiave 'lost Ihe 
sun tiAt eheered Als worW^s gloem! the- 
iearestbepe 'fwixt eattfc and Heafvea:?— ^r 

liayvelo st »i » ■ * : 
^ . ''Is 



k.*: 






©I moktranzda 207 

^'Is this th^ language of friendship P''^ 
demanded Father Brazilio^ ^o imper;- 
teiv^ had entered the apartment^ ahd^ 
approaching the pilgrim, bent on him an 
eye wMA seemed to dive into the very 
foundation of his sorrows. 

'* 'lis tfie 'hn^guage of gra^tiiude and of 
nature/' articulated Isidore^ 
Nature, boy?" 

Yes, Nature, fkthfr," with recovered 
reeoWection; " for her dictntes are wof 
jet tramped by age, -or subverted hf 
asperity/* 

*' In the approaching hoicr of trial/* 
ironicaHy remarked the monk,, ^ fitmnness 
wiHbe a prerequisite.*' ^ : 

'* The approachif^ fiowr of trial !'* re^ 
peated the ^outh, an ashy p^eness orer^ 
ipreadtng bis features^ 

•^ The charges agahist the 'Srgfnor are 
terious," continued Father Brazilio; ste*- 
festly regarding hrmr •♦ the lon^hiddeft 
1a!e of murder must be confessed^ of tfk^ 

moat 
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toiost.boly Inlpiif^iftQn wtll^Jtave recX)ttrse 
to the tormre.V' .: :. *: ; ,. y^ 

. " The torture! merciful God !'' slfrieked 
the pilgrim-rr'^ Oh^ father !. father I what 
horrid ph^n^om , have, ycai coiijured wpl 
Huberfo racked — HuberlQ broken upon th^ 
whiset-rHub^rto-rraiid ibt loiirder — ~* 

He could not proceed; his breath be- 
ean^e -short and labouFing;; he sprung ibr- 
iv^d^'he grasped the hand of the .raonk^ 
hi Iboked with s^ air of terror, supplicar 
tion^ and anxiety in his face : instantly hj^ 
tcflihqiilsbed. it^ for the sbile of malignant 
satitsfaction^ which pervaded the sallow fear 
tures of Father Brazilio^ pierced his iiearl 
vith the.:Wild thrill of horr^.rr-", Eteraal 
Providence *f". he e/apulated^ '^ js there 
no remedy for ills like his? m.ust thf 
fii^dlike; ar4ificQ. of m^n prevail^ and 
virtue -^k. bis victiip h Must^wortb, ai^l 
cxp^llence/ andthonourdie^ .because malipf 
decrees it? PJi, ^qfjen . the; sinfu^. spi4 
1. ; .. which 



^hich plaf)ned>the<|[ire proceeding^! ttfrn 
to mild compassion the hiddeh {o€ of Di 
JtinaldinT! OfJ if, fct thy wise and secret 
purposes!, yiihifty should reign triawphant;^ 
then conscience arise — rack hf m with t\\y: 
eternal tortures--^|K>ison the salataty air 
ie breathes — ^^fill him with dire calamity: 
and woe — let his nights, his days, be full 
oT:sAr?ow — ^let the ^curse ofcondeninatronf 
ring a deaths pea| iri his ear— letpeate, nor 
l\ope^na^ nortie apathy ;o£ madness, for, 
a moment lighten his burning brain.-^ 



^ '1 



Boy,'*' interrupted *the4BGiiki.«''^ in att 
Inqdisitorial court, this ardoiu: will lead* to 
a discovery .^d an gerous to the cause, yoa so 
warailytvplead ; will betray the motivej^ 

.r. f'j Betray !" eageriv . exclaimed Isidore— 
*' Father, it will betray no more than what 
to the wjiole world I would avow : it will 
betrays my conviction: of treachery, my 
gratitude for kindness, my adoratioa of 
virtue/* 

"And 
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''!Ahd\fia nwnc?*' pointedly ^emandeicl 
Father Brazilio. 

: '' YeR/* aBSWiet:ed <hf youth, '* it will 
do CDore: it ivill betrayt it vi'AV proclatno^ 
my disblflierortlie fo^l, tli^ villaroous ac- 
cusation ;1t will procbian, ivhat here I aver^ 
my soil] pictures not Heaven's own angel 
more guiltless- of the charge than is the 
injured Di Rinaldint. Oh, if fbe weakef^ 
fprts of my power should p»vait ! — oh^ if 
I should save the precioiis life of my 
friend!" 

*' You!'' with a supercilious sneer, ofa^ 
served the moiik-^*' yoq ^ poor worm !^ 

^' The insect sometimes stings thekeet 
which crushes it," said Isidore, as Father 
$raziJio quitted the chamb^er ; and^ tiini<- 
ing to the still weeping VanntnS^ added>. , 
^^-May I believe your long proffered offers. 
of service ? may I ai once clidm ah exertion 
of your fnendship, iii demanding the afr-- 
sistance neeessary tot promote my enters 
prise?", 

'^ Oh; Isidore ! do you indeed doUbl my- 

friendship?:^ 
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frii^ndship ?** sofriy munftored Vanning 
^' Ungrateru] youth ! put it to the test; 
exert its utmost strfeteb ; see vrhat it vill 
not do to prove it/' • 
* ** Say not ungraterut, my good Vannina/* 
rejoined the pilgrim^ wiping the streaming 
tears from bis cheek — '' Heaven reads my 
hearty Heaven knows tbe^ tender sense I feel 
of every past obligation. But this is a new 
exertion^ which calls for courage as weH as 
tecrecy; which calls for perseverance^ as 
weli as iViendshrp/' 

^' Vhme it^ n^mc it/* quickly rejuieated 
Vatinina — '^ In your cause, methinks X can 

^' In my caude, Vannina ! and will you 
be less than bold in the cause of oppressed 
innocence^ in the cause of your persecuted 
master?" 

'' The saints guard him!" articulated tW 
distressed girt-*" If I could serve / ; '* 

/\ You can^ my.good Vannina/* eagerly 
interrupted the pilgrim ; *' you cto serve 
both him and me. It £3 ttue the night is 

dark^ 
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dark), it is/tricrelilintBmpdsJt rattlifes ; but 4he 
S()uilds«proceedi ffom this wliidi»i0nd s^isoFely 
the \tintl cannot .iritknidate. * *Thrnk!wilb 
me, think every blast nioums.tbe bleeding 
Wongs of' the . wsmdeVery and scvepy bhst 
will animate* you to exerHob." • . . ;f ♦ 
' ^' Alas! I caoiiQt guess the poJnt you aim 

^ /* This, then, is the point :•=— Will yoii, 
Viahnina-^nay^ shrink not-t-^ivill you Qbfain 
the.. key ^whieh iinlock^j the. 'k)>f pwt^l 
opening from the rampkrtsio£;?tf)?t60sl9$j^ 
ivjlh yow, . through /&izX porlrf,'^ghf^ 'me 
lib€i5ty, and copcea] aU.knQVtfledge pf nff 
flight? 'Tis true, you cross the .})[assage 
leading to the subterranean ; but danger is 
ideal, ^anger«s-**r-»*' 

I "Alas! I care not, I think luot of my- 
self," exclaimed Vannina, bui-sting into a 
frcfeB flood of sorrow ; " byt you, Isidore 
— Holy -Virgin ! in such i^ night as this, 
you to;wander among the moantains f per- 
haps i-" * ;' * •' 

< *^ The Signof Hul^erto is noW' journeying 

; OVeJT 
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«*^r ttie xAoiintains/'tnotirhAilly^bticBlatdd 

•' **Tme; but hbt alone,** BheTfepliiad. 

.*'* Alas ! vArak comfort 'datii^e drawn frdm 
his- conipcffficms;? \ ? Bfitter?if^be jrere: al6'ne, 
than to be watcHed, to! fael smritoiuideiiTlsy 
the imfeding-Imdlings p^fijioWe^i'f . ,L:ji .^ 

** B«t he is ssife/'saW A^arihinai-? *. 

*^ I too shall be safe/' cxciaimed Isidore. 
^ '' You !" fearftyHy shudderitrgt-r-'f: oh no, 
no I The darkness of the mght, tbre'swlence 
-of the storm; the 'imrreqiuentedw^ses' of 
the Apennioies, ihe Jiaunts.oC:iCfttiott^ri, 
all; all proclaim ^he intention. iB^dae^ss. If 
you gOy yxni vi^H either be; marder^iiiby 
'banditti; or' precipitated dowjn^^onl^ihj^tirid 
precipfceu'' . '^ '• •• '^.ii tw-.^rJ .'.w;: 

*' A wanderer, like myself, poor and i^ 
titute, need not fear the sword of the law- 
less p9intIeiUUaid.the:pi.l^ritii;n^'' MgHldbit 
isuhe •habtr.Ibf '€hffrshran'rbhujrity!^rlicsidds» 
my pbsieastofis cti^iiestber xo$tig^M avarice 
x>r tem^tiitev^ln^'; !uudTo(r*tbeffear«)f pre- 
cipices;*'die <{-(&d T Bervc will : guide me 
"/ « < 'V . througn 



thrcmgb the darkness bf the nighty will turn 
my feet from danger and from death !" 

''Alas! will you indeed brave the horrors 
of the tempest?'* demanded Vannina — 
^ Will you doom ttie the miserable sus- 
|ieti8e df untaertatnty? — Oh !' - snatching his 
hand^ atid looking imploring, in his face, 
*^ stay but till the dawn pierbes the misty 
vapours of darkness; and then> even though 
my heart breaks Lwill give you liberty, and 
preserve your secret/' \ 

*•' Your heart, Vamiina/' fearfully re- 
peated Isidore^ who, in, the faltering blush- 
ing accents of the maid, now, for the first 
tim^, traced more than pity**-^^' your heart ! 
merciful Heaven! Wretched, wretched 
girl ! banish the infatuation, or you are 
lost." 

« 

^ The deathlike paleness which stole . over 
the cheeks of Vaiuiina rfccalled recoiled* 
tion. Her eyes ivere bent motovifuily on 
the floor, and the hai^td which still held his 
trembjed ivith uncontrollable etDotion. 

• 3 "VahninV 
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^ Vannina/^ be continuedj in ULCcepts of 
\he deepest sorrow^ '' *ti^ your frii^nckhi^^ 
?tis your compassion I would claim; but 
not your heart : guard jt for one who can 
fieqiiire its ardour, who: can repay with 
interest its dearest bopes^ who can cherish 
its fondest bliss. For me,'* he paused, he 
pressed his hand upon his forehead, then 
eagerly resumed, '^ Waste not its sighs, its 
fender anxious wishes on one — alas. Van* 
nina ! on one who has no heart to oflfer.-^ 
Now let us go : the lapse of every moment 
upbraids me with ingratitude. Oh, if my 
rhetoric should prevail, I, even I, shall save 
Di Rinaldini ! It is the hand of Providence 
which forms the design : wherefore am I 
thus tardy in its eicecution?'' * 

Vannina took the lamp^ she spoke not; 
but though -she apparently struggled with 
her 'feelings, yet her eyes were fall of tears^ 
and her long and frequent sighs denoted 
the conAiet passing wkhin. Every saj[ier* 
stitious fear was banished, every mysterious 

appearance 



Appearance {forgotten : tbe pfatig of sighted 
.love ranlded ni her heart, .and the b^osh of 

vifgitt shanie dy^ed her bcMEOtn. Yet, on 
rtciiohitig the. portal; in tbe fearfbl moment 

of .'sepanition^ nature and x compassion con- 
. queried pride and , striiggliog ' com fusion.-^ 
\'': You go; perl^ps for ever/' 'she falMred. 
:«— '^ Surefy- the ptayer my soid oflfers^ up 

for your safety cannot offend. Isid'ore> it 

wasyour \irtue and ycfur piety ^hich callejl 
•forth my regard: the one will pity, the 
:othep.e(xtcnuate my-^my^T-i — " 



I, 



Trembling/ she paused, tilial^Ie to pro-- 



r. 



'' -OfFendedi . Vahnina !" ext:lain>^ thp 
, pilgrim — " Holy Virgin ! how are my words 
;|MBirveited; my . fe^liligd mi^pop&trped ' — 
.Oiflfeikl^d ! no; loo seps^tive,'t^ confiding 
,^xi; at this moment/ my. fe^aict felfifids ftt the 
Jiddohfibtioh interfist ^di qompa^i^n i I)iiye 
•«aHf5d forth— Offeftd^dl WoitldtJ^t Ixoiiid 
^throw.ofF' the mystery, and poiot out the 
• , ' ,• inefficacy 
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inefficacy of your love, and'tbe danger of* 
its iiiflaence! Heaven bless you, VannmaS^ 
Itt my wanderings, Tshall remember the 
prayers of one innocent souKareputUp^ 
for my safety. Heaven blessyou^ my geiitle. 
friend ! Hereafter ndaiy yori findi thdughr 
•dead to love, Isidore is alive to gratitudre V- 
and, snatching tlie key from the agitated 
girl, he unfesterMJd the pdrtat, and, wrap-: 
ping his cloak around him, rushed from 
Montranzo. 

' - . ' K' 

To follow the footisteps of the wanderer 
through the trackless wilds of that adven- 
turous: night, would exceed our limitS3 with- 
out unfoMing the progress of i>ur itory;'-^ 
suffiqe it to say, that, braving the warring 
elements, drenched with rain, and exhausted 
with fatigue, Isidore, for a- few hours, i'ound. 
ashelt-er beneath flie' huml^fle i-dof of in-^ 
dustry/' 

, • •' 

itt tlip. ftr»orning, the face o$ hWatp tw>r« 

^<^-*"- t . adif- 
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a different aspect: the blackened clouds 
had rolled away, and creatioti bore no stamp 
of desolation. — ''Alas! how diffe,rent the 
lot' of ipan/' thought Isidore, as, pursuing 
hiB jo^mey, his eyes wandered over the 
ptnidont dewrdrops glittering in the sun- 
beams: ''affliction cotnes^ and his prospect, 
closes; -no. rei >vating ray cheers his sad- 
ness^ .or smiles him into peace.--*Pardon ! 
oh pardon. Father, the ungrateful reflec- 
tion !'' continued the youth, raising his 
clasped hands to Heaven. — '* Yes, a ray 
divine cometh,. for hope ariseth in thy pro- 
mises : the sorrows of a long, long life, by 
thee art softened^ and the soul of true 
piety knqweth where to find a resting- 
place." 

Calmed and self-assured, he gazed on the 
ennffliielled plain before. him; he inhaled 
the delicious perfume which the soft breeze 
wafted, and listened to the gurgling brooks 
whose pellucid waters^ gliding through their 

moss* 



ftioss-clad banks, refreshed the smiling face 
of nature, and moistened the parched bosom 
of vegetation. 

Big with the project his sanguine mind 
had formed, his schemes of earthly bliss 
pointing to the enfranchisement of Hu- 
berto, quickly, hf passed on : quickly the, 
scene changed, and all the stupendous 
grandeur of Apennine wild^ diversified the 
prospect^, mountains and torrents, rocks 
and forests, stretched in bold review before 
him ; here almost impracticable passes 
yawned; there, trembling as though in 
mid-air, bridges, suspended over cataracts, 
tempted the hardy-footed hunter to pursue 
his game. 

It was at the close of day, when the sun, 
serenely dropping beneath the horizon, 
cast its innumerable tints on the waving 
heads of the dark cypress, and thickly- 
studded groves of arbutus, lenticus, and 
juniper, that Isidore found himself iii a 

L S lonely 



lonely valley, svrrouuc^^d an every side by 
huge roc ks and broken fissures. No soMnd, 
save the dismal roar of torrents^ rolling 
down steeps, in defiance of every obstruc- 
tion, and the shrill shriek of carnivorous 
fowl, hovering in search of prey, broj^e 
upon the gravelike stillness which pr^* 
vailed. 

The aspect was so dreary, that Isidore 
involuntarily shuddered as he cast his eyes 
around. Murder and rapine might here 
. have stalked unmolested, for it was a. spot 
suited to their darkest purpose. Thick and 
almost impenetrable pine forests cldthed 
the swelling sides of the lofty mountains, 
while the overhanging rocks, dotted with 
pinasters, fir, and holly, formed a rough 
contract to the thickets of cidratis, cystus« 
flowering-ash, arbutus^ and camellias, which 
interspersed the valley. 

With a light footstep, the pilgrim prch 
ceeded^ smarting at the fall of a leaf, mag^ 

liifying 



hifying stispicioti into danger, ahd trem-. 
blihg, Ifest, from their rude haunts, the fierce 
brigands of ))Iunder should rush out to stbp 
his progress. But fere he had reached the 
eictrfemity of the valley, exhausted with 
fatigue, hii strength and spirits failed him; 
a faint sickness faded the roses on his cheeky 
and his knees tottered beneath their burden. 
Yiekfing to nature's weakness, he thre^y 
himself under the spreadihg branches of a 
^almetfas, and foi^ ttiahy minutes Idst evert 
the sense of apprehensiioh, Thie "breeze of 
fevening, waving thfe dirk curls of his glossy 
hair, attd playihg With renovating freshness 
6*er his. features, restored suspended ani- 
mation ; and with it returned the eager 
wish,' which, spurring him on to action^ 
^pointed to the still distant dungeon of Di 
Binaldini. 

Anxious to preserve the strength neces- 
sary for the prosecution of his exploit, he 
partook of the oaten cake and dried fniit, 
ifvMch the^care of the hospitable cottagei: 

l3 had 
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had provided ; and having quenched his 
thirst at an adjacent brooks again threw 
himself on the grass^ and imperceptibly 
sunk into slumber. But short w^re his 
moments of repose; for a gentle hand 
upon his shoulder dissipated the airy visions 
of fancy. 

He looked up, and beheld at his tside a 
venerable man, whose dress denoted him 
to be of some religions petsuasion.— '^ I 
would screen you from the dews of night, 
my son/' said the hermit.—*' Accompany 
me to yon cell/* pointing to a hollow ex- 
cavation in the rock, '' and therje you may 
rest in peace/' . 

" Alas! father, it is not for me to rest," 
iieplied Isidore: *' even now I have lost 
time, for when sleep stole like a thief upon 
my senses, the clouds were still dappled 
with the golden radiance of the sun; and 
now, behold, the moon is arisen, and her- 
chaste light impartial spreads over, these 
wilds an universal ray. I dare. not tarry 

longer. 
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longer, for ft is the voiceof duty, of gra- 
titude, of humanity, which calls me hence." 

" To-morrow, too adventurous youth, 
even when the first ray of morning trembles 
in the eastern hemisphere, ' you shall pro- 
ceed," rejoined the recluse'; ** but to-night, 
iuty and humanity, strong as your own 
-callingi bid me detain you in my cell, for 
even now ypu totter, and your exhausted 
form, but little suited to brave the night's 
cold damps, plea<k for quret andTcpdse/' 

"Oh; holy father i you kfi^Wnk what 
.you do," said the'pilgrfm-^^'It ife ttt sd'ie 
a life I fly, to snatch an iiinocenf, perse- 
cuted being frotn — — " ^ 

" It is to preserve a life I tfid you tarryl" 
interrupted *the hermit; following the quick 
step of the youth, to whom momentary 
enthusiasm had given momentary strength, 

'' Ah !" pausing with returning Taihtness, 
and clinging to his staffs '* what is my life, 
compared with " ^ 

''Your life, boy!" said the anchorite, 
in accents of severity-^'' If this pilgrim's 

L 4 garb 



s S34 Bl HOHTtAliiep. 

« 

garb. gui$fs not an > unhallowed /^ause^ secy 
wherefore thismystei-y ? ivherefope this pre- 
cipitancy?" ^ 

* ' " • 

. A transient glow flushed, the pale cheek 

of Isidore ; 'his Jii^sreproachfiilly murmiMrfd 

y UfibaUow^dr ^n;,^>aising hk d^1k eyes to 

Heaven, he seemed •there to api|>eal for^ the 

reptkude of his int editions. 

; . 

The hermit's^ he^rt ttxiote him for the 
suspicion ; be read in the Y^nnded pride of 
the ypulh the^jC^AsciOusnesi^j^ innocence; 
and^f breathing a heavy -sigh^ he took his 
arm^ and supported hlni.> incapable, of 
further resistance^) ipp theateep and winding 
path which led to his dwelling. 

With involuntary horror Isidore paused 
at the entra,nce of the cell: its wild and 
desolate, aspect filled biai with unknown 
dread — it seemed^ as an eagle's nest upon 
th^ rough point of an o\'erhanging steep, 
to defy approach^ and threaten destructipn. 

Steriel 
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Sterile and drear, the rock bore not the 
' stamp of bfeauty ; its band and flinty bosom, . 
save a fcW scattered tufts of surt-scorched 
mossi, could boast no vegetation. No pel- 
lucid stream trickled from itfe sides — no, 
nor vagrant tree, nor balmy flbwer, bent 
to the sighing breeze of evening; it looked* 
as a kpot blotted, as it were,, from creation, 
it looked as a spot rejected by min, for- 
gotten by God. 

*' Father,** said Isidore, as hi« eyes, tam- 
ing from the barren site of the hentJitage, 
fixed on the adjacent contrast of variegated 
beauty and. picturesque scenery, " whcre-^ 
fonJ, rejecting the inviting blessings which 
_ in this valley abundant Heaven holds forth 
to your acceptance, ha[ve you fixed your 

retirement in a solitude so forlorn— a soHt 

> 

tude, which looks as though your soul 
pictures the road to mercy as lying through 
the path, not of self-denial, but of in^ 

fliciion." 

« 

'' The road to mercy ! " mattered the re- , 

X 6 cluse. 
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cluse, shrinking with a palsied start from 
the arm of the pilgrim — " the road to 
mercy ! No ; Heaven has barred the road 
to mercy; and sin has called dowii the iit- 
t'erdiction/* 

" 'Tis Heaven which haiSf opened the road 
to mercy through the expiation of repent- 
ance/* mildly observed Isidore; and, for 
the first time, casting an eye of observation 
oh the countenance of his compariion/he 
beheld, not the calm humility of pious re- 
signation, but sallow-visaged remorse, and 
hollow-eyed despair. 

The anchorite replied not;Jie led into 
the cell, carefully reclosed the door, lighted 
a lamp from the dying embers on the 
hearth, and pointed to a huge stone to rest 
upon. 

In silent scrutiny, the youth surveyed 
the apartment. It was long and narrow, 
hollowed by the chisel of Nature, and 
decorated with rude carved crucifixes, 

and 



Viiik mouldering relics. At the further ex- 
tremity was scattered a couch of dried 
leaves ; a human skull; an emblem of 
-.mortality, lay with other bones oipon a 
rocky table; while, over the dim panoply 
of horror, the sickly lamp shed a yellow 
radiance. 

" Your timid heart shrinks from a scene 
so desolate/' said the hermit, reading the 
expressive features of his guest — '^ Poor 
youth! rocked in the cradle of indulgence, 
■well m^y your cheek turn pale, and your 
' courage falter. Once- — -" 

** 'Tis not for myself," interrupted Isi- 
dore ; *^ no, father, 'tis for the self-doomed 
inhabitant of such a dwelling I shudder." 

■" Once," pursued the recluse, with a 
mixture of wildness an<l despair, " once 
such a display of horror, such a discipline 
of remorse, would have alike subdued me, 
would have turned my brain to madness ; 
but new the self*evideiice of guilt con\icts 
' ' ^ ■ i 6 roe^ 
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me, And adjudges *the expiation. But if 
you are dismayed^ if you would sbut out 
the scene^ there is my bed of Reaves; stretch 
yourfeelf on it, boy; sleep, and I will de- 
fend you-— not ^s a. pure guardian, but as 
- a suspicious watchman, whom sin has inade 
wily." 

*^ Ere the morning's dawn I .would 
awaken,'' said the youth ; '' I would start 
before day's harbinger, the lark,^carols her 
matin hymn. Even now my laggtsh strength 
rallies, and, but for your hospitable detea-^ 
. tioiij r would away and try its ardour. It is 
the flesh that is weak, not the spirit^ father; 
the fifsh shrinks from the office the spirit 
spurs on to perform." ' 

'' What is that office, my son ?" demanded 
the anchorite — '' what is thai imperious call 
of duty which b»f}s defiance to danger, and 
leads you, a lone and solitary wanderer, 
into wilds like these?" 

'' It is a sad^stQry, £ither," replied Isidore, 
wipiiig from his check an intriisive tear. 

5 «« A sad 
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'' A sad stdry!" repeated the recluse, 
*' and' you the hero ! Poor boy, so young, ^ 
yet conversant in woe!" 

"Alas!" sobbed the pilgrim, '' but for 
the hero of that story, I had not been here 
to tell it. He saved me from death, he 
rescued me from misery ; and now is he 
dragged defenceless from. his. home^ ar- 
raigned of crimes the malice of ihfernals 
could alone invent." t 

'^ But a groundless accusation,". obsen^ed 
his attentive auditor, " is easy to circum- 
vent. The consciousness of innocence is 

» 

a shield againti^t a host pf foes — a shield," 
shuddering^ '^^ which (he guilty soul, dearly 
^-oh how dearly covets 1" 

^ True ; but the consciousness of inno- 
cence will not turn aside the scorpion-sling* 
of revenge, neither will it subvert the ma- 
lice of invention. An an^cusing spirit, is 
said to convict a guileless manl-r-God of 
HeaveHi, w<>iild th^ desA arise to damn the 

at 

innocent? Ho, no^ it ia-livadiery all" 

"What 
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»' What is the offence?" inquired the 

hermits 

" Murder!" replied tsidore. 

The recluse dropped upon hJs knees.—* 
''Xfurder !" he wildly shrieked, burying his 
face in his hands— '*Gh, deathful souftd!** 
-^But, recovering himself^ and casting his 
dark and hollow eyes around the ceH, added, 
*' It is a heinous oflfence, niy son ! What 
may be the grounds of conviction ?" 

" No blood was spilled^" purslied Isidore; 
^'but-^ " 

The hermit gasped for breath. — '' Go on, 
go dn," he impdrtuned. 

" Poison is said to have done the deed/* 
concluded the youth. 



t ' 



A deathlike palsy seemed to shake the 
limbs of the reekise ; • cold fearful, drops 
hung upon^ bis forehead; his e}'e8, as 
though starting from thfeir sockets, were 
fixed on the pilgrim, as, in the hoUow bro- 
ken voice of agony, he repeated, *' poison !^ 

- ''Father, 
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^^ Fatheri you feel too sensibly the wods 
of others^" said Ii^dorej flying to offer con- 
solation. 

** She died^ a$ an aiigel, bles$it)g and for-> 
givingi*'. exclaimed thfe anchorite^ regard* 
less of the attetlnpt. 

" Artd Di Rinaldini/* concluded Isidore, 
scarcely sensible of what he was saying, 
" the sorrowing, deploring husband of th^ 
ill-fated Adelheida, in a lone dungeon ait 
Fossonabrone, awaits bis trial for the 
crime/' ' 

Loudly he shrieked, for at his feet, cold, 
pale, and lifeless, he beheld extended the 
wretched master of the dwelling. No lag- 
ging pulse trembled ^roCtnd his heart; no 
vital warmth suppled his stiffened lirote. ' 
Half frantic with terror, Isidore loosened 
the rope which girded his habit, and, with 
persevering exertion, chaflfed his emaciated 
jiands, and sprinkled his wan. cheeks, with 
the pure beverage left at his evening's re- 
past. Long was it ejre the suspended 

faculties 
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faculries of anittiation returned, long was 
it ere success crowned the efforts of hu- 
manity ; for not till hope began to sicken 
in the heart , of the pilgrim, did a feeble 
groan denote that life still lingered. 

" Di Rinaldini r burst from the livid 
lips of the recluse, as, with tnomentary 
strength, he dashed the pitcher from the 
band of Isidore, and, raising hititeelf upoii 
hit elbow, fixed his eyes upon him. — '* Boy, 
why hsive you awakened me fo existence^ 
Know you not the corse of God is gone 
out against me? — know you not Aat* like 
Cain, I am doomed an alien to mercy ^nd 
to peace?*' 

'' Alasf why do you look so wiW?" fear- 
fiilly interrogated the youth*— '' Why d« 
you so impiously limil the beneficence of 
that Bemg, who unheeded, ^iiffereth.iiot a 
sparrow to fait to the ground?'* 

.<* No^ no,-' said the hermit, deeply ab- 
sorbed by h[is dwii reflidctton, while fren^^y^ 
horroTi despdr, aturnately flashed over his 

features 



featujres^'' nO| tiOi he dafes not dfo so black 
a deed/" 

*' Dares not !" repeated Isiddiift—** AK 
me ! he could not." 

'^ And yet he has.** 

"leather!" 

^' Yes, he has damned himself afid me/^ 
. '^DiRinaldini?** 

** I tell you, hell is not more false than is 
the accusation. Question me no further/' 
springing from his recumbent posture, 
and tottering towards the door — " It is 
true, blood registered not the deed ; but 



conscience '* 



His voice was smothered in a heavy sob, 
and, rushing from the cell, he left His guest 
a prey to suspense and apprehension. 

'' Surely/* thought Isidore, as he reposed 
his wearied limbs on the hard bed of the 
hermit, ** surely the wrongs of Adelheida, 
the suflferings of Di Rinaldihi, are no 
strangers to tny unhappy host ; or why did 

the 
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the bare mention of incidents, which this 
solitude, methinks, must have excluded, 
paralyze the functions of animation, and 
turn his brain to madness? Could the effect 
of indisposition be so instantaneous?, or 
might it not have arisen from a strange 
coincidepce of circumstances, which,, by 
recalling the trials of early life, set in;re- 
\iew before him the event which poisoped 
the sweet intercourse of society, which 
gangrened the energies.of the soul? — rBut 
the names — '* pausing. — •' Wherefore, too, 
did he start aghast at the word ' poison?' 
wherefore did he say the curse of God was 

gone out against him? Surely Pardon | 

pie. Heaven !". And all again closed in wild 
chaos. 

The moon was veiled in clouds^; the stars 
no longer twinkled; night waned in dull 
uniformity; the lamp flashed faintly in the 
socket ; the cricket chirped upon the hearth; 
— but still the hermit returned not. Sleep 
stole U|)on the senses of the yoi^th, and, even 

wJien 
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when the pur^ spirit of hallowed aspiratiop 
trembled on his lips^ asserted her imperious 
prerogative. 

» ^ 
Calm was his s!um1}eri for innocent was 

his soul ; he heard not the lifting of the 

latc^jt ; he heard not the entrance of the 

recluse^ he heard not. the sighs which 

swelled his bosom> as kneeling he bent 

over him ; neither did he feel the scalding 

tears which fell upon his cheek. 

'' I would pray/' murmured the penitent; 
'^ but sin has blistered my lips, and cor- 
roded my heart: I would pray, but my 
soul dares not lift itself to Heaven. And 
yet one mode of eTcpiation remains.-^— Poor 
youth, do you think to save Di Rinaldini ? 
Once my slumbers were as light. — Hah ! 
he smiles! Some beatific vision floats upon 
bis brain ; perhaps 'tis the tempter sin^ 
. perhaps 'tis a snare to undo him. Shield 
him^ God of Omnipotence! shield him in 
the path of rectitude ! I. may pray for 

others. 



othfers, though I dare hot p^ay fof ttiyself. 
CIrd him \vith pious strength to fesist 
temptation ! nei;ve his young itiind against 
the fallacious pleasures of the world ! Let 
not ' avarice, kt not ambition poisoti the 
lf>ritig of acUbti ! Oh teach him to dread 
the first fatal lapse of duty ! ^eiach liifh that 
viHne is the road to honour, th^t content 
IS the foundation of felicity!'^ 

The grey mists <>T morning hUng ih 
densed vapours upon the hills, when Isidore 
liWoke. The hermit was still knfelihg at 
hiisj side ; but his features no logger bore 
the alar^iihg iviWnesS of dfstratrtiiirti neither 
dxA his eyes glarfe ihcongruo\js hork-or : he 
'looked ^s one subdued,, broken ddwn — as 
one i^whotn despair had sapped thfe springs 
of life, as one upon whom affliction had 
stamped the iron sway of its power. His 
cheeks Were colourless, his eyes dim; and 
his respiration laboured. 

'' I baive lAonopotii^ed your bed, father,**' 

said 
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^id the pilgrim, rising. — '' Mcthinks 
luxury's boasted down could nat have 
courted a slumber more salutary. Alas! 
for your hospitality, I have but my grati- 
tude to offer: yet still would I encroach 
on your kindness^ by inquiring my road ta 
Fossombrone?" 

" You must first partake of my humble 
fare," replied the hermit: *' true, 'tis, 9s 
my dwelling, homely ;. but nature la<^ks not 
delicacies — and then 1 will accompany you 
through the valley, anddirect you on jour 
road." 

The frugal store of the anchorite was 
then produced, and Isidore, with a thank- 
ful heart, -rose from the boards and claimed 
the promised guidance of his host. But 
alas! stren^gth coped not with inclination : 
mtk difficulty, the heront reached the foot 
of the rock; the night's long watching, 
and the agitation hi^ mind had endured, 
lm4 prodliced ' a ge9f nal languor, which 
de^d all a^tteniplt 4I exertion*. In silence 

.he 
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he pfcssed the hand of the youth as He 
bade him adieu ; and when Isidore suppli- 
cated his blessing and his prayers for the 
success of his enterprise, his eyes filled 
with tears,' he attempted in vain to articu- 
late^ he.pointed upwards, and turned hastily 
away. 

.Aided by the light tissue of Imagination, 
every, darkened shade of sorrow vanished, 
and Isidore, journeying on, yielded to the 
reins/^ of fancy, tranc'd in bliss." — -Huberto 
was no longer a captive mourner; the 
whole scheme of treachery was developed ; 
his enetnies were discomfited; his shackles 
wicre thrown off; he was restored to free- 
dom, restored to his home. The benefi- 
cei^e of his heart was no longer restrained ; 
t4ie blessings of the poor, the prayers of 
the prosperous, ascended in one pure flame 
to Heaven. 

, - ■ • 

The yelltow radiance of day, long gra- 
dually advancing, now, iti full splendour, 

burst 
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butst tWoligh tfie dark and misty clouds/ 
and gilded the whole facie of creation with 
universal glory. Soft were the notes ot . 
melody which- issued ' from the close en- 
twined thickets of mulberry, jubub, cork, 
senna, carob, and cedar trees, and grateful 
to a feeling heart the praise-oflTering o( 
nature ! Isidore, exalted," harmonised, with 
hasty footsteps brushed the light dew from 
the grass. Long sinee had he ascended the 
mountainous height^ which bounded the. 

f ■ T ■ - 

valley ; but though a long level tract ap- 
peared before him, yet no scattered hamlet 
smiled the emblem of rude industry, no 
friendly cabaret courted the wearied tra- 
veller to repose. The blue harebell, the 
sweet violet, the spiral orchis, bending with 
the " balmy tear" of morning, mingled 
their freshness with the passing gale; while 
the soft-downed cystus and fragrant myrtle, 
alike bom to bloom unseen^ wasted their 
*' sweetness on the desert air." 

Long and toilsome was the journey; - yet 

the 



340 pi MO^TRAVZq^ . 

the firni mind of the pilgrim sttfu&k not ; 
duty and gratitude pointed to the goal, 
and fortitude and courage spurred on to the 
attainment. 

The evening: w^ again closing, when^ 
faint, weary, and exhausted, he found him- 
self near Fossombrone. The appearance 
of the town filled him not with joy ; his 
Spirits drooped in melancholy despondency 
— Alas! it copt^ined n^ home for him, no 
friend to- welcqme his. arrival, to Ksten to 
ti^ tale of his dnflurance. A poor, for- 
lorn^ destitute strapger^ u^l^nowing an4 
unkinown> the .enthj^i^s^ prpse<g;utor of ^' 
romantic cQl\\t^, for the fiitit timQ be. felt> 
he shuddered ;at the difficulties which, thi*eat-: 
encd d^sapipointnfient to hi^ hape^^ whiqh 
tl^re^tenecl ai) overthrow .t^ ali his swgiiMlf^ 
fuctureB, w(HCb gmxi^, the^ enixmQ^ of 
Hub^r|o^s dMng«a;[i. 

— # 

« 4 ■ 

Raising his tjearful eyes to Heaven, he 
sealed l(i{Bu$f)f^ «f l»s^ feeJW^.M tWdflor 

of 



of a* cbtt'ag^; .Ms ftetr^ siitkmg in ' fbre*' 
Boaihg sadness, and hk whole toirf absoAed^ 
in the misfortunes of DIHinaldhii. Hepct- 
crfved not that his appearanee had attracted 
tlie obscrvSition of its^• Jnmates; nor, until* 
he was' addressed in the softest- accentsr of 
compassion, was .he sensible of the ap- 
proach of an elderif woman, whose clean 
and' hdmefy garb bespoke industry wd' 
i:ontcnt. — '* You seem as thotigH ytxu had 
journeyed far," she said — '' Come into my 
cottage, poor youth, and rest* yourstelf,* in 
welcom^!'* 

Kiitdhe^, -and 'from a stranger; in a sittt* 
artidn so. forlorn, vibrated on the'seniitfve' 
feelings of Isidore; his foil heart forbade 
articulation. In the wafttiMmpfafee^of gra- 
titude, hesnatched htf haftd, and burst into^ 
tears. 



€C 



You-are wearied," pursued'hishtimahe 

inviter,' leading him into the cottage : 

:*'yourf6tm is but little suited to cndlire 

VOL. Ill, H * fatigue. 



'atigne. I am a mother,, and nature urges 
me to show to the destitute that compassion 
I would crave for my own children/'. 

/'Alas! I then indeed have a claim/' 
sobbed Isidore — '^ no home, no lodging, 
have I to shelter my head from the night's 
cold damps/' 

5' Yes, here you shall have a lodging," 
replied the dame ;*' here you shall tarry, 
until your health, your strength, and your 
'spirits, are alike recruited/' 

'* Heaven bless you, good mother ! 
Heaven repay the charity!" articulated the 
youth. And then he siniled on the eager 
handmaid of Hospitality, who, in the per- 
^B of the darnels blooming daughter^ 
spread the table with the cottage fare. 
/ *' That's right, Jacquenetta ; bestir thee, 
girl," said the old woman — " Take the hat 
and staff from the poor wearied stranger. 
It does me good to see thee !" 

How lucky/' acclaimed Jacquenetta, 

that Canziano left us yesterday ! The 
pilgrim^ you know, can have his l^ed/' 
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^Do you think it lucky?!' archly de- 
' manded the dame. 

'* Fie, mother !" faltered the cottage girl, 
while a vivid blush betrayeA the lurking 
secret of her heart—" if Cana^iano was here, 
how could we lodge the sfrarigerB'' 

•^0? we could have sent Canziana to 
the state prison. Itjs not Biagio^s turn to 
watch to-night He would;have given him 
half his bed. Besides^ with inclfnation ia 

the hearty there is always invention in the 
head^* 

'*"The stale prison!'* eagerly exclaimed 
J^idore— ** kaow you .ought of the state 
•prison ? — ^Who iS' Biagi a ? *'* . 
' *' Biagio is my brother^'*' said Ja^ne- 
vetta, ^' . and one of the inquisitorial 
" guard." 

The pilgrim^ starting, from his. seat,, 
giflisped the band of the cottagen— -'' Your 
. brother ! *' he ejaculatedr-*'' God of Hea ven> 
I thank thee!*' . . 

- Instantly. aoiacementraMl ahnn. perya4«ed 

u2 the 






the features^ of tb^ mother aad daughter. 
With suspicious curiosity they eyed, the 

.speaking coantemnce K)f their guests ma- 
dialed with (he pure smile of delight, ,wijdi 

fthe senphtc glow of g4:atLtrude« 

Becovering hM ceoollection, Isidore 'he- 
<lie)d the surprise his unguarded \varaHb 
*ad created.' — *' Alas ! " he tfiought/ " ^e^er 
sam^I the dhrld ^f f mpube, theereature df 
tnonicMary ardour. 'How, i>ut in tcustsng 
to the humanity and honour of these wordiy 
fitfople, ean J appease Jtheir ^uspicions?^ — 
¥oit ave a ^mathn^, ^you ace m sieler/' ihfe 
exclaimed, taking:a)h9«d0f eiidi,-ftadilod&* 
ingi jfnpleringly in 'their faces. ^'^^By the 
M^ft etm/tioBs fh^seuendei*; those etideatJaf 
names awaken^ I beseech your secreoyiMf# 
f^m aM.-^I w«is nh orphan, >iiithoiit ^one 
dotri^I tie, onekiD^i?dcktm<,ifi(iV6 humanity: 
-^'n-Ae breast ofii^3t*^er,lhttt claim W0^ 
awakjpned. He r^ued me rrom-4eatb, he 
hid me in the shelter of his bosom's friend- 
^'Pi ' heigtiv«4xie^h0pe^ ^he <gav^ iffieccbm- 

- . fort^ 
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&rt^ he gave me hiapphietss; Through Kiin 
have the scenes oflifeamiledi. through hitn 
— Father of Heaven.! and; now the victim 
of frauds of villainy^ he k dragged to Fos- 
tsottibrone^ he is burisd in- an. inquisitorial 
dungeon. It is to behold him once morej 
it is to bid a last sad. adieo^to* the friend 
ofmysoul^ that abne;. unguarded^ miser* 
able^ I have endured the pelting storm j the 
night's • dark bo]iiD0]3»~r. have trod the al* 
most trackless passe» q€ the Apennines.-^ 
Ah! I see i have touched your hearts^ I 
see I have inferestejd ydu in my cause^ I 
siee I have awakened pity /^ 

^* Poor youth I **^' sobbed the i^mpatfaiz- 

« 

ing Jacquenetta. — ^* But how can we serve 
you?** 

\ ^- Your brother is aa Inquisitorial 
giiard/^ I , 

'' True/' observed tbedame;. ^^ BtttBiagfa 
fia? no power/- * - i " ^ !, 

''If he has humaotty,^ eagerly rejoined 
* l^iilore^. '^ surely he' om^ lead. me to the 

vlH SigBor; 



ffiigiuor;; 8UreIy>^fior one! IjMle^Iio^ry Ihe^c^ 
(capoQse (die <vatrae yOf jmtvay. .Ht *is la 
mhort 'iapte *ki ^jfovtr/dtSe^ igDodomotheF! 
Sfhitik nt tis !3ioiir ison iitrJio iqolnds^ aod 
Uhea ^yqlrl1vcU^-^l>u imust yieUfAie )/[€Mir 
.'intereit/V 

)ijfX)QiderihQ>cdmqs. :ManyifiTHlcoftliities<hiis 
lit ached/ T^ooTcflbllew, cat c)the>aiiflrerittgs (pf 
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a fe\i^ tnomentis^/irc^iini^^.;€o}l«>fffd by? a 

*f aBqyr^f sui AeiAlm«w as^rshe stroked 

'his cheek, and looked with matCTifjilMten- 

lic^tieBsait) thi8i£kci^: ^^^9? j^pt^r^ycrpth has 

journeyed over the Apenm^W 'WUi^OMt* a 

j^uiAe, fAtf^]y^ to yfSQ0f^^MQ»A in Ullstress. 






'' We.ijaye him .a lodging, b^siuse he 
was a wanderer," said Jacquenetta, throwirvg 
her aito>s„ajc}r<»5s,che-tS!houliciervofnherbiK>lher 

, — "'W^^ve rest.to.hisJjody'r-yoM, Bi^gi^, 
^can]giw caimfbrt io his gpciijidv" 

"M?!" rppwted thje asitoqi^hed yout}), 
Jpokif^g |aw4fds.Isidpn&,for ^n. ej^plai^ation. 

Thus called. upon^ the pilgrim reC^jsrtu* 

i)^tedlhe(gi;auCu4Q hen0ivj^rA^r*«he^s|n*uices 

and affection of Di Rinaldini^ ;aDd ren^fid 

by.camvestlytii^pdQnng.Bi^io'tp s^^nliim 

/;(o^vKi$iit the.pFi^Qner; 

• . • 

. 'SMjDSt->wiUi|igly ^ wouWv I* s^rve < yw^/' I>e 

) replied ; *' Jb^tat i&^ «lep-I.dar,e,flQt . tftljf . 

^fThe^Sj^qpi! liifb^Ftadi:Kin^diRi'is iE)dJQt<^d 

.fff«t>n\cbflf,g^iqp, fictions iiQ ««daii|,9f > 4)e 

. ".(;:j[ffrgf^.l'' lif^cft^d the, t««inbling Isi- 

*[iX^» 9hafges,;' rwir»€;4^i5«lQ*— ''>T^e 

,firstBmwrd4?it; Ahef^ecandliwlcrlejasbeii^ows 

— -spiiiting away from the qoBY^^t ^q£ 

Corpus 



I r 
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Corpus Domini a novice, on the eve of 
profession.** 

" Merciful God t'* shrieked the pilgrim, 
as the ashy hue of death overspread hfs 
features — " Hubcrto arraigned for the flight 
of Hemelfride ! — Tis false ! 'tis a vile, 'tis 
an infernal calumny! I — I — lean confound 
the accuser — I can exonerate him of the 



crime/' 



" You ?*' burst from the lips of each of 
his hearers. 

" Yes, I,*" gasping for breath, and cling- 
ing to the back of his chair — ^' Huberts 
knows not Hemelfride, kno^s not the mys- 
tery of her retreat, knows not the scene or 
her sorrows. — Oh !'* snatching the hand of 
Biagio, and dropping on his knees — '^ oh 
if your heart ere felf anothcr'is woe, if your 
soul would crave of Heaven tRe mercy? I 
now supplicate, turn nat av^ay from my 
prayers. Think 'tis peace, *til life Wngs 
upon your decrsfon-; think a wretched, 
wretched being's last hope, last petition, is 
offered upv'*^ 

^ Would 



' •* WQliM I coirfdacfvc you!** raarmutca 
4i«yPUBg tna«, .raising iii mi from his supr 
pliant posture^ and dashing a truant tear 

fromhiseye. 

' " You can/' exclaimed tte neatly frantiic 
feid,ore.»— •' Let me steal to 4he miserable 
ilungeon tof niy fricHd-r-I .care not when— 
J taii not hpw. jn thedead of, night, -when 
suspicion slumbers, let me ^nce more beajr 
his voice, let me once more see his face, 
and, to the last lingering moment of my 
existence, I will think of your humanity, I 
will pray for your prosperity." 

'' What can be done?'* said the dame — 
*' Biagio, is it indeed impossible?" 

The young n^an -paused for a moment, 
then, suddenly starting, "Yes, IwilPrun 
the risk," he exclaimed — '' To-morrow 
night is my tour of duty; to-morN)w night, 
my station will be at the entrance of the 
passage leading to the Signor's dungeom 
In the disguise of a Dominican confessor — 
remember, you must submit to artifice — 
station yowsetf - fecncjith the tJitrtcr walls of 

the 
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the prison ; and when the clock tolls tweTvr, 
knock three tiroes at the low portal open- 
ing to the east/' 

*' I will submit to anything/' said the 
grateful Isidore. 

" Remember/* said Biagio, as he rose to 
depart, " a Dominican cow! and scapular 
is ihe disguise, three knocks at the outer 
portal the signal/* 



< «■* 
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